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Born on September 9th 1947, in an Indian village, as the son of 
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University. 
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Sanskrit High School. Started working with student union and elected 
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Govt. Sanskrit College Thiruvananthapuram, getting an opportunity 
to have active participation in the literary and social platforms of the 
student community, and attended student-teacher inter actions with 
the authorities and educational institutions throughout the college 
life. Also elected as the president of the Youth wing of Gandhi Peace 
Foundation of Gandhi Smarak, Thiruvananthapuram while studying 
for post graduation, that gave space and time to work for the poor and 
needy at a young age itself. 

Started the career as a teacher, in Kozhikode Sanskrit Vidya Peeth, 
Kallai Ganapath High School and Mavoor Rayon's High School, teaching 
Sanskrit language and literature, and Indian philosophy; And started 
speaking on philosophy, aesthetics, and other social subjects, as an 
orator, all over the state. Joined All India Radio with a career in electronic 
media and worked for Radio &TV, in various capacities from the post of 
Program announcer to the post of director of Radio &TV serving 35 years, 
covering almost all states of India, winning national and international 
reputation in scripting directing and producing Radio &TV programs. 

Studied English literature, philosophy, and psychology, in the mean 
time, by own effort, and took an additional Post graduate diploma in 
psychological counseling from the Kerala university to support the 
Radio -TV counseling programs. 



Conducting child, adult and family counseling, for the last 15 years, 
apart from the official assignments, working extra time, to uplift the 
mental faculty of the young people to get them motivated and to bring 
back them to the normal life by giving motivation therapy and psycho 
therapy, as a charitable free service, associating with hospitals and 
educational institutions and social organizations all over the State. One 
mobile phone is fully dedicated for public service and made accessible 
to all who need free help or advice or counseling of any sort ; and the 
very needy and poor who need personal help are treated and served at 
home; And started rescuing and rehabilitating, isolated and neglected 
children at home, giving confidence and living environment. 

Staged the first play, at the age of five and started acting as a child 
artist in famous plays presented by the professional theatres of the state. 
Started writing scripts for amateur children's theatre groups at the young 
age itself, associating with various theatre groups in schools, colleges 
and in the local arts-clubs and started publishing stories and poems in 
school-college magazines and local publications. The whole college life 
was spent experimenting with plays in the open theatre forums, along 
with the professional actors and theatre activists of the State, along with 
the literary and social activities, as a best student, an all-rounder. The 
Sanskrit education tempted to get closer with world classics and the 
college education in Trivandrum was an opportunity to have association 
with reputed professors and famous writers, who inspired reading books 
of great writers of the literary world ; it was from the college life, that the 
flavor of literature was noticed by the professors and was encouraged 
in that line. Joining with radio profession, compelled to write and do 
productions with innovative ideas that could capture the listeners' 
appreciation, as radio was the only entertaining media, then, reaching 
every home; And the first full-fledged, perfect play, 'The Oblation' 
(Homam) was broadcast, receiving much appreciation and then 
followed the broadcast and publication of a lot of creative works. Writing 
poetry, lyrics, musical features, documentaries and plays, became a part 
of the job and then the creative writing was flourished by publishing 
articles, columns, poems, stories and plays in various newspapers from 
1976 onwards. The first book, (Three Old Men) published in 1986, on the 
old-age agony, received the Literary Academy Award of the State, and 
followed by other awards and reputation, as a well-established dramatist 
and poet. 
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AUTHOR'S NOTE 

Thanks to the wide experience I received from my long travels all 
over my state and other countries, I am privileged to get in touch with 
different sets of people and their different and distinct styles of living 
strategy. The faster evolution happened in the technology, especially in 
the electronic media- the Radio & TV, made me closer to this universe 
and to understand the phenomenal changes occurring in all the living 
beings including men. I became attracted more to the animal life and 
plant life as well as our human life, and found the plants and animals 
are beyond their pride and prejudice, with no revenge and hatred, and 
there is no prediction, fantasy, nor any artificial thinking for them. They, 
the plants and animals live, very truthfully, to this nature, believing and 
obeying the nature's rules so strictly, declaring that all we are mere 
individuals in this world and all we should know the truth, 'the fittest 
will survive'. I am following the plants and animals to note how they 
became the fittest and strongest, that they follow the philosophy of the 
nature not to be a slave to the environment and the circumstance, but to 
overcome the obstacles by doing hard work, by tolerating and waiting 
for a fovourable time to keep away the scarcity- period, finding own way, 
to be happy and alive. 

Let me consider the colors and fantasies that fall into the human mind 
as a source of realization of the universal truth of love and sanctity that 
always happens naturally beyond our imagination and expectations. It is 
the supreme truth, that makes me think, feel and behave according to the 
emotion that predominates within me from time to time; and so I submit 
myself to this world as a small particle of this universe, a small ray of the 
cosmic energy that pervades everywhere. The content of these poems is 
the essence of my talks, I have been presenting all over my State, for the 
last 40 years, as an orator , to get my listeners and students convinced, 
about the reality of their life in this world, with a positive perception. 
These thoughts, I have written in a very simple English so as to make 
any non-language man, understand what I meant. I haven't used any 
hard knots of poetic expressions or symbols, but my thoughts are made 
open with free verses in simple English; and sincerely I wish that every 
one may realize, what I meant to say. Yes, I believe, understanding others 
and their behavior, as per the relative understanding of things, will 
complement this world and I would like to be a small part of this nature, 
purely to complement and not at all to contradict the true existence of 
this universe, as it is... 



Sometimes our mind is clear and transparent and sometimes it is 
mischievous and naughty, and sometimes it is malicious or harmful 
to us that we may feel many things that we should not have felt, and 
sometimes we don't ever feel what we should have felt, as others do in 
the same circumstances. The position of right and wrong may vary and 
most of the mistakes, we feel and do, are because of the monkey-play, 
the changing phenomena of the mind, and nobody is exempted, from 
this childish deeds, on any basis of their power or position. Human mind, 
in general, is having such jumps and runs, applicable to all, just like that 
of children participating in their plays, forgetting themselves, as they are 
fully involved in their play. Yes, life is a play, full of comedy of errors and 
the tragedy of fun that one can think and laugh to himself. As stated 
by Shakespeare, I fully agree, the human life is a full-length drama, with 
conflicts and contradictions that may affect any one at any time; and 
here I am trying to picturise the dramatic consequences that may fall 
into an ordinary human mind. 

I am thankful to one and all, known and unknown to me, being in 
the net work of this vast solar system, giving and taking energy and 
light, for the mutual benefit and for the fruitful coexistence here in this 
world. I am thankful to all, if any one there, who misunderstood and 
neglected me for no fault of mine and to all who rejected and ridiculed 
me mercilessly, without considering my merits and virtues. I am thankful 
to the unquestionable orders of this universe and the perennial force, the 
supreme power of truth, for me, it has no name nor form, but spreading 
everywhere, as the rain sprinkles all over the plants, trees, lakes, rivers 
and deserts, alike, irrespective of theiraspirations. I believe, the supreme 
truth will never be late to present by itself in the very necessary moment, 
to save the truth of everyone and everything. 

I am thankful to Prof Savithri Sahasranamam and Miss K Ambika for 
their careful reading and editorial service to rearrange these poems in a 
beautiful casket like this. 

And am thankful to my wife and children for keeping me always in 
peace and solitude to fill my heart with this vivacity of the nature, in 
whole. 



With love and regards 



CP RAJASEKHARAN 

cp99rajsekhar@gmail.com 
Ph-91 9447814101 
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The Mischievous Mind 



THE PEST, INSIDE AN APPLE 



How generous you are, oh thou nature, 

To put me inside an apple, the tender, 

Sweet scented fruit, my food, well in advance; 

And am thankful to thee for tempting my mom, 

To lay her eggs in the apple flower 

And make me safe within the ovary of a flower, 

As if, I am at my mother's womb, 

Getting hatched me by an incubator of thy nature, 

Bestowed from heaven, 

With flowery fragrant heat. 

Then, became a larva, eating the green apple 

That was not sour and hard, to my teeth. 

A small black hole, you see, in a corner, 

I was there with no outing for jokes or mocks 

Within the apple, the dead cells, 

Not even ripe, the other part, for a change of taste. 

And sooner or later, that I know not 

I fell unconscious and still, to be a pupa; 

My movements arrested, no eating and drinking. 

Who knows, how long I was there, in that stage 

So boring, just sleeping in gloom; 

Chanting and praying, my mom 

May be somewhere around the tree 

Waiting for the new born, to arrive; 

I know not, how to find my mom, 

As all we are in the same shape and size, 

With same face, for me, that seemed to be; 

But the sensor, a smell or feel 

To recognize their children, clinging to all mothers, 

Wherever, ever, they are, to find their own kids. 

Who released me, I know not, from this web, 

Getting me out of my pupa stage, 
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With mouth and wings, to eat and fly; 

As no other dreams and ambitions, for a pest, 

Than eating, flying and playing with fellow beings; 

With no intention to cheat or beat any one, 

Unless and until, are encroached upon, to kill us. 

Thank thee, thou nature, making this fruit ripen, 

That I can enjoy the taste, so sweet, now; 

Let me bow down to you, my lord, 

For such a calculated wisdom, you have given 

To all living beings, an ambience, suitable to live, 

And get them born and brought up with utmost care. 

Alas! what's it, a bombardment or storm? 

Oh ...no, the apple is fallen down in its 

Natural course, that the tree should leave its fruits 

From its grips, for the benefit of others to grow. 

Nothing happened to me, my lord, 

Just my excitement, on falling 

And now I am collected and packed 

To be sent to my destination, as you destined... 

Am travelling by flights, 

Ships, boats and on roadways, with no ticket or visa 

And reached somewhere, that I know not, 

With men and women, loving and quarrelling, I see, 

And tension mounts in me, 

For the first time in my life, do I sense, 

The anger in a woman, as she cuts the apple 

To serve her husband's girl-friend, that she never likes; 

And am afraid of the knife, so near to me, 

As 'the lady with a knife, in her rage', is dangerous 

Vow ! It is the knife that saved me, my lord, 

Her right hand slipped a little, cutting her left-hand skin, 

Proving the truth, again , 'the rage serves none, but spoils'; 

And I am safely out, in that twist, as you planned; 

And you listen, my lord, the wife curses her husband, 

For his foolish purchase and the bad apple as well; 

And the husband, in turn, scolds the vendor 

For selling bad things and cheating people. 
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Oh God, you know, both are innocent and ignorant 

Of my safe stay inside this apple; 

And it is the fate of certain husbands and wives 

To blame each other for no fault of their own. 

The vendors, they know how to sell their goods 

Minding not the pests or insects or curses of any sort; 

Or on the strong use of pesticides, by farmers, 

That can never kill a pest or insect that is within the apple. 

But see, a proverb has come into existence, 

"An apple, with a pest inside", 

Referring not to the apple nor the pest, but men, 

With back-biting and cheating minds, 

Hiding their motive under a smiling face. 

That shines like an apple, but stabs like a beast; 

And let me correct the proverb, my lord, 

It's not an apple with pest inside; 

But a pest, flying happily with an apple, 

Safely, as destined, with no harm to anyone, 

While none is safe even in bungalows, 

If destined otherwise, and you know them, 

Leaving their rich, beautiful quarters, for peace elsewhere. 

But lord, I realize, no pesticide 

Nor pest can stop your function; 

And let me continue, the work, assigned to me, 

To reach the other flowers, 

As an agent of their pollination.. 

And let me see, where I should lay my eggs safely, 

For our next genera to grow and exist, as you wish. 
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THE FORBIDDEN RIVERBANK 



Cried and begged the river-side folks, 

And I heard their sobs, 

That sounds the thirst of their dry throats, 

So depressed and hard! 

'Rain, you rain,' everyone sang, 

'Rain your big drops so sweet, to cool our hearts 

And add more and more your honey, 

Fill our bosom, my rainy rain 

With your mercy-drops, and you kiss me, love.' 

The chanting of their hearts, 

The rhymes of rainy-songs, so old, 

Invoking the God of clouds, 

Appealing for rain on summer days 

That reached the sky 

Above the plants and trees, near the banks. 

Tempted by the touching soft sober words, 

The clouds, with their breasts, been stimulated 

Become brownish-black, so fast, 

And the nipples zoomed forward 

To shoot the show, starting to milk 

The milky-way, in a graceful mood, 

Sprinkling its merciful holy water, 

As if from an altar, chanting the chants, 

To baptize the child, in a hissing sound, 

The rain dropped by itself, 
Stretching down the cooling hands 
To bless and name, the earthly beings, 
To spring up and shoot-up 
The buds of the flowery world. 
The rain, poured down the rainy rain, 
Flushing and filling all over. 
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And the rivers, 

Danced and jumped in a joyful toast, 

Filling their heart with the silver drops 

Getting relayed the far off dreams, 

Sprinkling the soul of earth 

With the cooling drops from far off sky. 

And the water flowed and flowed so fresh; 

The river, near our house, sang a song, 

In its high pitch tune, 

As the song of naughty boys, 

On their playful race, in joyful mood, 

As the boys and girls, 

Reached the bank in their rejoicing trends; 

And the kids with their parents, 

Hand in hand, in an evening-walk. 

I too reached the river bank 

With my daughters, 

Chatting and walking there with them, 

Wetting and running in a sportive mood, 

Dancing and bathing in the open-air shower, 

That made us heated inside, 

Enthused and energized, 

Even within the wet clothes. 

We stamped our foot-steps 

So deep in the watered sand, 

Footing over the foot-print 

Again and again in a seasoned call; 

Running and falling one among the other, 

We enjoyed the sportive race, 

Winding and mounting the vigour so fast 

With growing shouts and screams aloud 

That my girls made their laughter, so high; 

Running behind the children, 

So fast, with no prize, for me to claim, 
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And I noticed their feet, 

Growing frame by frame than that of mine 

And reaching playfully bigger 

Than myself of course. 

The foot -print of the younger, 

Grown bigger, than that of the elder; 

And the elder's like that of mine. 

Playing and pacing, 

The foot prints one by one, 

Ran over the sand-marks, 

Younger over the elder, 

Ran and ran, by and large, 

They ran over, mine, laughing with joy. 

The shades of my footprints, 

That got faded and faded 

And made vague on the shore, 

Under the tracks so mild, not to regain the marks. 

The river gone mad, 

So strong with sharp flush of water 

That damages the edge and hedge, 

Here and there, with no proper steering 

As it flows heavily on and on, 

Waving high waves, reaching up to the clouds, 

Rooting out the plants and trees, on both sides, 

Regardless of its patronage, one by one. 

The giggling childish sounds of the river 

Grown rough and tough, hot and raged.. 

And the uproars, reached above the clouds, 

So hard, the waves that rolled and mixed with the mud 

And the transparent, crystal-clear water, 

Reshaped into black-brownish foams, 

Started shouting with a roar, and thunder.. 

'Enough, enough, Mr. Cloud, 

Stop your bloody waters and keep distance, 

Not to spit it upon our face, 
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You, dirty witch, why so angry?' 

Seemed the waves barking against the clouds, 

The very source of their energy and water. 

The sky felt ashamed of the thankless remarks, 

Getting its face paled, 

And faded away the black brownish colour; 

The air got stuck and thundered, 

Still and silent with no feel of its own, 

And could produce 

No witness of its toil, so hard, that it had 

To push the west winds and to make the clouds, 

Pressing and milking down 

The lactose of its breast, 

That filled the river, deep and wide, 

To make such a super-show of arrogance. 

And at last a mischievous wave, 
Ran over the foot-prints, 
Within no time, to make it unseen, 
With no marks of mine. 
"Papa, yours is small ... 
Smaller, smallest and lost now." 

We laughed and admired the waves 

That wiped out the scenes, one by one, 

Along with my name 

Written on the shore, with no lag; 

And our laughter, 

Dissolved with the roar of the river 

Leaving no sign of separation, 

From rain and river, and our thoughts, 

On the marks we made, along with 

The fantasy of the colour-change, 

The river had, by grabbing and mixing 

The clear water in to mud; 

Mocking me to myself, 

With the mixed passions of the old and new, 
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I stopped running in a thoughtful mood, 

So pensive in my gloom. 

As it gets thinner and thinner, 

Becomes the rainfall and my breath, 

Paled, and zigzagged 

By the slow pace of the wind, with no force. 

And, slowly, the rain stopped 

Shooting its arrows, downward unnoticed, 

By the river's pride and prejudice, that it had ... 

And we went back home, 

So late by the sun-set, wetting our clothes 

Thanking not the rain nor the river, 

Nor any one at all, at the end of that season. 

The clouds mated and separated 

Time and again, 

And so the rivers, as well, 

To cumulate and spend, 

The nature's breath, 

Giving and taking 

And giving and taking, again and again. 

The never-ending process of love and lust 

That falls in and out, leaving and rejoining, 

As it rotates in the same axis, clock-wise, 

Visualizing the changes, that occurs and wipes, 

From the new to old and the old to new, 

That changed the whole scenario of the world at last.. 

'Yes changed, changed everything now, 

The time and place even, 

As we two grew and became mothers, 

Passing the time so fast.' 

The elder reminded the younger, and added 

'No water, not even wet, 

The pebbles and lumps of soil weeps, 

No humidity even on the hot air, 

That is keeping still and silent; 
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No ups and downs, nor a little flow, 
The giggling sounds of the silver spray, 
Keeps mute, with a weak line of water, 
Seemed, so pale and dirty, in its death-bed. 

The narrow, curved shade, of a river, 

That was here in the past, so strong, 

Rich and comely, in the good old days, 

Flowing like a pretty girl, 

Captivating the eyes of her lovers, 

And the dear and near, 

Sitting close to her breath, the tender breeze. 

'Once, it was a river,' the younger said, 

Looking into the soil-bank'and exclaimed, 

'It was full and flooded 

With waters, tender and transparent, 

'Yes once; the elder smiled sarcastically, 

'But now, hot-hot, what fate? 

No rain, no rain, 

Toppled down things.' 

She cursed the weather, looking on the kids, 

That smiled, hanging on the fingers 

Of their young dad, so smart in his attire, 

And so cool, with no expression. 

Looking far away, the younger said, 

"We had been here with our father, 

Your grandpa, 

On rainy days, with no umbrella" 

But on the colour and fancy, dancing and running, 

To enjoy the shower and beauty of nature." 

Just a few second's silence, 

Then the elder talked, 

Sober and soft, in her murmuring tone 

'Cremated somewhere here, 
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Our dad In these banks, but, not known, 

Where the exact spot is.' 

The children chuckled and smiled. 

As, both the mothers kept silent for a while; 

Faded the sun light, all of a sudden, 

With not even a sigh of air; 

"Oh my God! The sun is about to set, 

Both their husbands, 

Gazed at their wrist-watch 

And turned back to their wives, 

With no ears to the kid's demands 

To wait and see the sunset; 

'No...no; no time to wait that much, 

The 'Air France' is at nine, 

That never waits for any one; 

All flights, that keep on time, now-a-days' 

Caught hold the tender hands of the kids, 

The father turned back, 

Unnoticed the mind of the small kids, 

Searching the old foot prints, 

Somewhere there, in that bushy soil hills, 

That was no more there... 

But a word, "grandpa"! , 

That was vague and silent in their mind, 

Running and jumping 

And dancing in rain, holding their hands, 

A man, their grandpa 

In a flash-back scene of a film-shot, 

As if in a dream, they smiled and went back.. 
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MY ONLY COMPLAINT TO GOD 



Not only of mine, but everybody's complaint, it is; 

The believers and non believers, 

Theists and atheists, the Buddhists and monks 

Christians and Muslims, 

The socialists and democrats 

And even the secularists, and dictators 

Tender their complaints against thee, that I can't bear, 

(Asa firm follower of thy principles, my God!). 

Thou appear very late, and some times, 

Not appearing at all, even in late hours, we feel, 

To award the rewards or punishments, 

To the concerned deserving fellows, in our chart 

And they say, thou art so cruel, sometimes, 

As you punish the virtuous, we think, 

And award the wicked, not justifiable at all... 

Why? you are God, the only perfection, we expect 

And why, thou unnecessarily be blamed by all? 

Am not God and am blamed, for no fault of mine, 

And even for doing good things to others, sometimes, 

As I know, one can be blamed, unconcerned of 

The virtues and vices of the deed, he may or may not do. 

For him, as a man, no way but suffer; 

But why do you smile, even on blames, I can't digest, 

As you are blamed for that too, that you smile, 

Smile and go on smiling, whatever is asked 

With no word, no reply, positive or negative. 

You were not like this, I know, thou spoke much, 
That I heard, from the epics and old testaments, 
And it was your voice, that came into existence, 
'The first word, thou spoke, we listened to thee, 
That was in darkness, this universe, and you awakened, 
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'Let there be Light', thou spoke, and spread the light, 
We started viewing the world, and thou felt it good, 
And disappeared, with your vanishing magic, 
Keeping on alerting us with your words, from far off; 
Now, I tell you to light up and reveal the facts, 
At least true or false, in each case, we face here. 

Look here, lord, the criminals, 

Smugglers and robbers, live happily, 

Making money and spending it, lavishly as they like, 

Doing all sorts of mischief and mistakes, 

And some of them, the rulers and administrators 

Giving more hardships to their folks, 

And the poor and helpless, in paradox, 

Disciplined and obedient, living with prayers, 

Do suffer, for doing no harm to anyone. 

See, what happens here in this world, 

Even in the courts of justice, and police stations, 

The real culprits, are saved, and protected 

Lacking evidences against them 

And see, how they overpower the poor 

To conquer the whole world, as theirs. 

But the poor plaintiffs, tortured and troubled, 

By the brutes, defending their crimes, 

Using the loop-holes in law and order. 

Yes, we have heard, in stories and anecdotes 

That thou lets grow the evils and devils, 

As that of a palm tree, 

Taller and taller, and bigger and bigger, 

To make a heavy fall to end them forever 

And we are impatiently waiting to see, 

The brutes to fall, as in your old sayings. 

Oh my God, You smile again, with no answer, 

To the criminals, for they threatened 

The whole world, bombarded and burned. 
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And we, the poor folks can't live here, any longer, 
For fear of the war they create, while thou 
Closed your eyes, seemed not seeing this. 

Oh God, at least thou appear in some courts 
In the form of some evidence to prove the truth, 
In the parliaments of nations, to vote against 
Criminality and wars, creating on the fake urge of 
The defence mechanism, they say, for their nation, 
Developing different weapons and bombs, 
To kill each other, that too, to be declared, a crime; 
What defence do we need, as long as you are here, 
And who can do more, than what you do here, 
Deciding the right and wrong to protect the whole. 

See, there was a saying in our nation, 

In the good old days, and we made it by heart; 

'Americans do not know what peace is 

And the Swedes know not, what war is' 

A very old saying; but a true one, 

Many big nations, and even the poor, keep on 

The major part of their budget, 

For making and buying weapons; 

But for others, no fund at all, even to live, 

And they do presume no war with others, 

For them, the hunger and thirst, 

Sharper than any sword, to be put out first 

As the real war begins at home, in our own thoughts. 

God, it is not fair, for you in this strategy, 

Being the supreme of the world, 

Getting this much complaints against you 

And keep standing in front of us, with no light or vision, 

Not as a plaintiff nor defendant, 

But as a silent witness, bowing down to the verdicts, 

Agreeing with the arguments against you. 
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See, we men, are your subordinates 

And your creations, but they are the majority, 

With proof against you, 

Producing world wide criminals 

In the court of justice, for your attention, 

The properties of evidence. 

And thou art one, the only one, 

Keeping silent with no arguments for or against! 

What is this man? (oh sorry, Mr. God,) 

Keeping mum like this, with a smile of no meaning. 

Why do you put yourself in a stand-still, 
Not doing the needful to change your attitude; 
Thou hast moulded Alfred Nobel, the great, 
Highly talented, knowing the science of explosives 
And its power to burn the whole world; 
But, for him, the knowledge, not for destruction, 
But for peace and perfection of the creative sense; 
And so, he kindled the light of knowledge and peace 
Fully filled with pleasing wisdom, thou gifted him, 
To enlighten the world, as a friend and philosopher, 
Reputed with a title, 'the man of peace', forever, 
And for your peace, you have done a good job! 

Yes, break your silence, and please interfere 

And involve in the problems of the world 

To eradicate, robbery, violence and to stop 

The petty, pick pocketing on the roadside, at least 

To make our people feel safe and secure. 

And clear our road, with no excuses, 

That I like not, as you taught me, not to make excuse. 

May thou express thy schedules, with reasons, 

For your late coming and unauthorized absence 

In the court of justice, in late hours, 

That we don't want to see anymore; 

As 'the matter, out of time and place, is dirt', 

That you know, more than that of me; 
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Thou should do things in time, not bothering others. 

As I am fed up, repeating the very old text, 

'Truth comes, but late' for last many years, uncountable, 

Not knowing, the indefinite late running of your clock, 

And my life finds its end, repeating the same; 

Expecting your appearance, with no notice; 

As people started asking me, when would thou be seen, 

Tell me, what I should answer to my folks. 

God, thou understand the fact, very serious, 

That many of us are furious and tempered against you 

And some of them even denying you, 

Stealing your idols and destroying the temples 

For gold and silver, and they say, 

'There is no God at all, gazing up on me, 

As I was speaking and preaching on behalf of you 

Very often for the last four-five decades. 

Trying to establish your will, among all of us, 

Quoting the natural phenomena and calamities; 

But failed, miserably myself, for the innocents died, 

In storms, fire and floods, and on road-accidents 

Leaving the rogues and robbers, safe in their bungalows 

For my folks to laugh at me, and ask roughly 

'Where is your God?', mocking me, that I mind not, 

But it seemed affecting my patience, for the crudes 

Tries to shake my firm beliefs on your lordship, 

And tempt me to join the other group, I don't like, 

To propagate against your will, 

Difficult for me to follow them. 

And it should never happen, as I know you well; 

But you would fail, if you continue to stage 

The same'hide and seek' play, with me again 

As I know, exactly where you are, within me. 
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A VERY GOOD MAN 



Cheers! 

Screamed with cheers again and again, 

Hugging and kissing each other, 

Tickling the glass, one by one 

With golden hot wine, so hot, 

Foaming and bubbling by itself, 

Acting the old love-stories of the past, 

That tried and failed, 

With a teen-age body-language 

In the dim-light, we imagined, 

Within ourselves, 

Drinking and babbling. 

With a ding dong song of the glasses 

That touched each other, 

Gulping and licking 

With foolish utterances and laughter. 

Bow-bowed ear to ear, 

The stories untold, and not to be told; 

By dominating one self, 

Leaning on the shoulders of others, 

With a cheaper heroic deed of the day, 

To be laughed at, forming and naming 

Own fantasies of senseless thoughts; 

Sounded with tongue-slips of the hot drink, 

That started belting the brain, one by one. 

Looking for an answer, we asked ourselves, 
'Why are our wives, so sharp and angry, 
On such a nice drink, and why don't 
They accept this, as our art of living, 
Getting peace and joy of a lighter heart, 
At least here around this table, 
After a day-long struggle 
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And trouble, to cope up, with this, 

The hard-core knots and twists, 

In the office and home, for the peace of others.' 

'Drinking once in a while, 

With a handful of friends 

In the evening moon, 

Can't be wrong, we felt and justified 

'The social drinkers are not drunkards', 

My friends uttered, 

Defending themselves on every drink, 

Blinking at each other, covering the truth. 

Their words lighted my sense to get drunk 
And memorize the points, 
To present myself at home 
Against her arguments on drinks, 
As if, I am compelled to drink; 
As we usually act, one another, 
Maintaining the high-end social status, 
That I never had, 'the so-called high-ends. 

And I rubbed my lips with a grey smile. 
To get up from my seat, with my purse; 
The reddish eyes and cheeks, 
Faded and dimmed in the dim light, 
That blinded my eyes and crippled, my legs 
And the words twisted together 
With my tongue, troubling to spell, 
Bidding my friends, 'goo... d .night'... 

Paying the bills, I laughed out 

And walked towards the darkness, 

Zigzagged my feet, not obedient, 

Left to right and right to left, 

Pushing open the eye-lids 

That could anchor nowhere, firm and safe. 

'He is goo...d, very, very good; 
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Very good boss' 

I heard their voice from the wine-shop 

Shouting meaningless words 

Again and again, one and the same... 

They laughed and laughed 

With no light and air in the drinking suit 

And slowly, faded away their voice, 

Away from me, with no clarity. 

'Goo...d, goo...d ...night ...!' 

I too shouted to none 

And moved on to the main road; 

With no proper light, but a slight shaded 

Spark here and there covered by 

Plants and leaves, moving on winds, 

Making their dancing shades. 

Colouring the darkness 

Thicker and thicker with the lights and shades; 

Of the vehicles, that dashed on road, 

Towards and against me, 

Ran one after the other, 

With their drilling flash of the head-lights, 

Pushed my legs up and down, 

Carefully keeping the way to my girlfriend's house; 

Paced slowly, lamed and crippled with the drinks 

I reached her house, somehow, at last; 

And saw her, waiting on the doorstep, 

Covered by the black night. 

Embracing, she kissed and pulled me 

Inside, the dimmed candle light, 

Showed me, the half naked doll, 

She seemed to be, to my drunken eyes... 

'Darling, you drank too much today? 

That too for me, I know, 

As I love you to get drunk;' she murmured. 
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Half conscious and half unconscious, 

I listened to her wits and jokes 

As if, she staged a social satire. 

'Hi beautiful, the reddish eyes 

And your flushed-out face', 

She hissed in my ears 

With a soft kiss on my cheek; 

And crept on me, inch by inch 

As a millipede crawls so soft and slow, 

And pulled me down to her bed 

With the force of love, 

Putting out the candle light, 

Of the room and my sense as well. 

The ray of light began to crawl into the room, 

She knows the timing, for me to leave, 

Unnoticed by the neighbours; 

'Oh dear, nice sleep you had?; 

She giggled, buckling my pants, 

And shirts to its normal sites, 

'You are so nice, so good to me dear, 

And you keep on me living' 

Kissing me deep, she pushed me back 

To the bed once again; 

And my purse, that fell on the bed, 

As usual, reminded me what gift, 

I could offer than this purse, for the sweet kiss, 

That she stamped on and on to my face. 

And I walked out the front yard, 

Giving back a smile of regard, looking behind, 

Walked and walked with no purse, too nice, 

To reach home, free hand, with no bondage. 

Am good, very good in office, 

They say, as I sign their vouchers 

Not raising my eye-brows, against them, 

To be in pubs and parlors, in office hours 
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And playing cards in clubs, 

Spitting the hooks and jokes 

On professional envy, 

Staging 'one-act plays' with myfriends; 

Never interfering nor questioning 

What they do, or not do, in office. 

Am good to the drivers, watch and ward, 
The vendors and to the milk-maid, 
Giving more money than they deserve 
And receive their salutes, with thanks, for 
Throwing dollars uncountable, 
As it comes and goes, somehow, 
Keeping safe, the life in the bank. 

Am keeping good, for my wife and children, 

To live with their own 'pass-word'; 

Not to pick-pocket, my privacy, 

The untold paths and tracks that I paved on, 

The by-pass roadways of my heart; 

So also the neighbours' windows 

That they can't bolt or block 

My morning-walks, the regular circular trip, 

With no dislikes that I ever expressed. 

As I keep clean and silent there. 

It seemed not open, 

The front door of my quarter, as usual 

That kept locked from inside, always, 

As I taught them to be safe at home; 

Pressed myself, the calling bell, so soft 

And waited on the door-step, to get it open; 

Opening half of the door, 

She, my wife, appeared with her 

Tedious looks and eyes, in her sleepless gown, 

Half opened and half closed, 

As she doesn't care herself, 
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Parted and locked with buttons on wrong holes, 
As she herself, looks like; 

'Hi dear, come in' 

She whispered in a sleepy tone, 

With her half-closed eyes; 

And there followed a thick word, 

'Good morning!' a known rough voice, 

Familiar to my ears, behind my wife... 

Someone, like a shadow, 

With no proper light on either's face; 

Pushing the door, inward a little, and I 

Perceived the figure of, Peter Johns! 

My colleague and friend, 

Very much with me, last night, to drink. 

'Hi ', the hissing sound of Peter, 

Broken as if to say something else, 

But interfered, Shirley, my wife, 

'Your key, you forgot in the pub; 

And Peter brought it here; 

'You left the club, 9 pm?'he said, 

And where were you last night, my dear..? 

'She stiffed her tongue at a stretch 

With no loophole for me, to reply. 

'Might be at my home'; 

Fell down the words 

From Peter's lips after a pause, 

'Rose, my wife speaks of him, 

With high esteem' 

Smiled, Peter and me, 

With no meaning nor expression! 

'We were awaiting you, and fell asleep; 

And feel still sleepy; even now; 

Ok, come in', talking to me, 

Shirley shook hands with Peter, 

And she zoomed back to the bed room, 
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As he, Peter, stepped out, 

With no sound nor sign; 

And for me, the very good man, 

Have no option, to show the likes or dislikes 

To Shirley, or to Peter, 

To keep on my goodness. 

The war begins at likes and dislikes, 

I know, but never expressed, 

Till date to keep up the name, 

'The good man', that label on me, 

For joining with any hands 

And keep on smiling, 

Even on the odds and toughs, 

The upsand downs 

And to the gutters and high-ways, 

In the same mood, with no emotion 

Of my own as that of a Sufi's mind . 

The neighbours, and the whole street, 

Still and passive in their deep slumber, 

Closing their eyes, not knowing 

What happens with good men and women 

In the world, that concerned, 

With the likes and dislikes, each one owns ! 

Is it early morning or late evening, 

Trusting not my eyes, am at my wits end 

Not knowing the dawn or dusk, 

As the light inside was pale and gloom, 

To make invisible what happens, at home; 

For the sun, just before the entry and its exit, 

Not established nor put off its lights, fully 

In its pale and gloomy face, 

I missed the sense of time and space, for a while, 

As if, in a nightmare or day-dream, 

And am certainly out of drink, at present. 
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THE TRACK 



Creaked in a weeping sound, 
Stopped abruptly, the train, 
Destined in between the bushes, 
With no sound nor light, 
No roads, nor any vendors, 
To buy and sell the time-pass things, 
Nor there a station, nearby, 
But far beyond its destination, 

'Nonsense! why pulled the chain, 
Who is it, so crazy and naughty? 
Am late even otherwise! ' 
A lady in her berth, 
With a half read book on her breast, 
Shouted, as if she lost her temper, 
And heated herself with impatience, 
Uttered the rough words 
In a cursing nasal sound. 

The relay-race of the displeasure 

Mounts up and down, 

Those sounds, murmurs, and shouts 

Passed from one to other, 

The very token of rage, envy and intolerance, 

Shaped and grown in one roar, 

Bigger than the engine sound-crash, 

Blaming the unknown, with no reason, 

As nobody knows what exactly happened! 

The cursing voice-mail, 

Heard in transmission, becomes, 

The rough and tough noise of the train 

As the track and train stuck in silence 

On its pensive mood, with no red light-signal 
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Nor any level cross-shunting 

Within the heath, so lonely and silent. 

The long rails, parallel and plane, 

For the two ends, never to meet 

Seemed to be touching and strangled, 

Somewhere far off, not knowing the 'long-sight'. 

That may preach true or false. 

That no one to question nor anyone to answer, 

How it stopped and why we should tolerate, 

Getting patient enough to close our eyes 

Waiting for the train, 

To get it moved, waking from its sleep. 

'Just five kilometers more from here, 

To the next station, but it stopped and stilled; 

To trouble us; what nonsense, 

The railway people do to the public? 

It is our money, they are living with; 

React and protest, injustice.' 

Comments followed, one by one, 

With the gestures of impatience, 

And someone got down, 

Seemed to be disturbed by the comments. 

And followed others, with curious looks, 

To know what is in the track. 

Neither slept nor dissolved in the crowd, 
Stretched myself in a berth, 
Flying round the world, my mind, 
With the wonders of time and space, 
Not knowing what happened 
Exactly under my cabin, to stop the train. 
As Indian trains may sleep hours together, 
As they know, no value of time. 

Then I sawtheTTEand other guards 
Getting down hurriedly, on caution, 
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And heard a murmuring noise, 

Passing mouth to mouth, 

'Some one caught up and dead 

Getting hit and stuck in the wheel 

And that dragged along the track... 

May be suicide or accident 

Or may be pushed out by his foes, in disguise; 

Who knows what happens in tracks, 

As it runs so fast, with no rule to guard off' 

Arousing the manly curiosity, 

I got down, and saw the strange, fearful scene, 

A man, shrunk and entwined 

In the wheel-axis, hands and legs apart, 

With no man's face, gone dead, 

Clinging to the track and train, forever... 

Just underneath my compartment, 

Ending the last voyage of his life. 

Someone began to talk again, 

After a few second's pause, calling God, 

To throw the responsibility over him, 

On death and damages, as usual. 

'Oh God, what fate it is to kill and squeeze him 

And what sin, cursed upon him 

For such an end, your verdicts, not known; 

Let someone tell us, at least, who he is.' 

The man turned his face to me, as if to his God, 

For the time being, gazed seriously, 

And gone to his cabin, 

Getting no reply from any one, as expected. 

The guards detached the corpse 

From the wheel, 

Checked his pockets, found nothing; 

No luggage, nor baggage, 

Not even a shoe to identify; 

And they declared him unknown 
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Along with the departed legs and hands, 
And informed the police, placing it, 
Covered with a piece of cloth; 
And finished the duty of the railways, 
To an unknown, and even to the known, 
That always happens with trains and rails, 
The mechanical device, that moves 
With no mind of its own. 

'Less luggage, more comfort' 

I recalled the logo of Indian Railway, 

As I used to pray, better to have less luggage, 

For anyone, to live 

And leave this world, with more comfort. 

Slowly the train moved with me and others, 

As nothing happened, but wrong remarks, 

Went on dragging the dead, along the track, 

Cursing and blaming, not knowing him 

Nor what happened exactly, to end him here; 

But went on crossing and trailing, 

For a postmortem on the cause of his death. 

I simply smiled at all comments, 

As I noticed the hurly-burly and the manners, 

They showed in the starting point of this journey 

To catch the seats, unreserved, and to preserve it, 

For themselves, stretching their hands and legs 

Broader, in two-three seats together, not to allow, 

Others to sit, with the ego and complexes, 

That of contempt, on others, in their face expression; 

Acting the role of big boss, everyone sitting 

On the pride of a reserved ticket, 

For a small duration and for a short destination, 

That can't be predicted; 

They quarreled for the luggage-space, in the beginning, 

And even with the vendors, for their poor service, 
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Not knowing to keep self respect, 

By helping and loving others with respect. 

I thought of myself in the place of the dead, 

And saw my kids' face, awaiting me back home; 

And their anxiety over my absence, 

With no whereabouts, waiting and waiting 

For a man who will never return, and slowly, 

Would turn against him with reports 

Of cheats and allegations, 

That he never had done to him nor to the family. 

But, unauthorized absence, 

A crime by itself, for a person, at home or office. 

He might be on his way, in search of a job, 

Or for some money or favours from friends 

To be borrowed in vain, not knowing the end; 

And might have crossed the track in a hurry, and hit. 

A loving father, brother or husband 

And may be a friend to his dear and near, as me 

And might have failed to cope-up with things 

For the contentment of family and himself 

Or he might be afraid of a trial, 

Created against him by his foes, with false evidence. 

My mind was disturbed throughout the journey 

As a father and a husband, 

And as a man popularly known to the public, 

Travelling always in a hurry, 

May be labeled as unknown, once, 

If squeezed and dead, with a shapeless face, 

What identity, can I keep after death? 

To prove me, as myself, if destined, 

To die unknown, as thousands falling daily, 

In the track unnoticed, by others, with no concern. 

I found a small Box-News, 

'The train hit unknown' in the next day's paper, 



39 



CP Rajasekharan 



That may not reach his kith and kin, 

If, far away, from this language zone; 

And they will keep on waiting, 

Not knowing the cremation, done to him 

By the police staff, with no love nor respect, 

But cursing as a burden. 

How destined we are, oh my lord, 

Running on wrong tracks, 

And what machine would tell us, our end! 

Some are poor and cursed in life, 

But may meet with a happy end; 

And some others may live and die, 

In deep depression, and regrets to themselves, 

Making bondage of their life and death, 

For them and others; 

While a small group, live and die, peacefully blessed. 

Oh God, can you kindly, show me your account book 

And let me check my'net; what will happen to me, 

After my death, in your balance sheet; 

Or tell me how I should behave not to be buried 

Nor cremated with curse and contempt, 

But with a little bit of love and respect, 

That I, always, share with others. 
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RAIN 



The two clouds, that love and been loved 

Hugged, embraced, and kissed with their lips, 

Tightly closed one another; 

Melting and boiling each other in their emotional heat, 

Not to talk their feelings 

And to keep the flow of feel, unsurpassed, 

Covered underneath the breath, forever, 

Shading the face with face, each other, 

Shedding the tears of joy, one to the other 

The silver drops, the budding sweat-dews, 

Shoot out from the forehead of the lover and the loved one, 

Trickling down the navel cavity of the ethnic body 

That makes the earth, breathe so fast and faster 

To reach the orgasm, 

The bliss, of blossoms of the dawn, 

As bloomed, one by one. 

The heart was getting filled, with sweet anxiety, 

Drop by drop, with a numbness, and light pain 

That their minds were fluttering, 

Petal to petal with soft murmurs, 

'Who would say first and who would sign 

The deeds of love,' so fast and fair. 

The western cloud, embraced that of the east 

And they mated with each other, 

With the urge of a seasoned call; 

The dam was broken, thundered down the floods, 

Breaking all the morale, 

That resists with no hurdles 

And touching the 'feel of Love' 

It flowed, on and on, rained and rained, 
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That saves me from the final break..! 

Not knowing, the lust or love, yielding me to thee 

Rain inside, rain outside and rain everywhere 

That made me chilled and twinkled in every inch of me, 

Within the heart and body as well, 

That thrilled each leaf of every plant of the earth 

And the seeds, patiently waiting underneath 

For the first drop of monsoon touch, 

Woke up from its long penance 

Under the global warm, 

Kindled with a new bud to generate by it 

And add to the greenery 

Of the natural life, on and on, 

To fulfill and get fulfilled the nature's booms, 

As blossoms bloomed again to boon the 

Bosoms of the girl, the nature, virgin. 
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SADDAM HUSSEIN 



Magnanimous, by name and fame, 

By health and faith of a nation 

Most powerful and dominant 

On his own will and wish, 

Walking on royal robes, more than that of a king; 

Died, his highness, Saddam Hussein, 

With no honour to him, nor to the state, 

Nor to his courtiers, soldiers, 

Nor even to his wife and children, 

But to some others, the so called enemies, 

Who captured, tormented, trialed 

And hanged him to death, 

With no mercy or respect. 

'Oh! the man of destiny!' 

Loud cries of the militant's, that he never heard, 

The shouts and screams from all quarters, 

Echoed with an uproar, that filled over the soil-hills; 

And it reverberated all over the world, 

'Gone back, gone back his days and rules 

That filled the world, with a mixed feeling. 

The whole state was on his orders once, 

Moving around, he ruled over his kingdom, 

With no fears, nor worries 

Defending, series of war after war, 

That shook the world; 

Fighting to win with the power of the sword. 

Challenging and defeating 

The envious looks, talks and weapons, 

Around the world, stood against him; 

But he felt not fatigue, 

Nor exhausted of his mission 

To save his country and country men, 
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From attacks, that thundered 

And bombarded from far off nations; 

And from his own corridors, 

The courtiers and partners even. 

No money could buy him, 

Nor is there a power over him, to yield on 

As he lived with no question of money and muscle. 

His palace was beautiful, rich and comely to live, 

Guarded by soldiers with proper nuts and bolts. 

Even the water and air, 

Formless and colourless, as they are, 

Conditioned, by his majesty's orders, 

As no rat could make a hole, 

Nor an elephant could move, unnoticed by him 

Nor without his fair orders, to move on. 

He loved and was loved by the nation, so deep, 

Addressed as Lord Saddam, 

His majesty, the lord of Iraq, so visible 

With a castle of his own, 

Guarded by the soil terrace, around the nation 

That the western wind, playfully made, with oil belts. 

The soil, no doubt, is beautiful, 

Playfully making terrace after terrace, 

The ups and downs, by the force of the wind, 

That blows north to south and west to east. 

Rowing, and beating one by one, 

By its own whims and fancies; 

Deserting, the desert, 

Just as children, playing in the river-banks, 

Building and demolishing their play-huts 

The soil, seemed to be small lumps, 

Silent and still, but may break the eyes, 

If not closed against the winds, 

That may blow up and down 

Left and right and far and wide... 
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And the oil, 

With a very flaxy strategy of its own, 

Moving and spreading, 

Flat and shady, mirroring by itself, 

Going down to the earth, 

Mixing and mingling with anything, 

As it acts to slip and bend, 

But not with water, so soft 

That is everywhere, keeping apart, 

Clear and transparent, as it can. 

Oil is love, the lubricant, 

Even to the rough and tough 

Soft and soothing to smoothen the hard cores, 

Even to blend with rust and dust 

And with the metals what so ever! 

Oil and soil, nurtured by none, 

Not sowed nor watered, 

Not even cultivated by any man's 

Vision or mission. 

That exists and survives by itself, 

The nature's bliss! that exists here for ever. 

And we, the fools, 

Bargaining the prize of oil and soil, 

That was here, and that will be here, in this world 

The wealth of none, but everyone's, 

Before the birth and after the death of a man, 

It goes on from hand to hand, transferred and sold 

That a normal man can't see, nor sense 

With or without the golden crown! 

No rule is there, 

Nor any violation of rules accepted, 

Targeting a King of a nation 

By the force or law of other nation, 

For no reason concerned, of them. 

The democracy, that permits everyone, 
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The known style, of self-regime, 
At least to show broadness, in smile 
Hiding the fascist thoughts, to invade a nation 
And kill a king by someone, not concerned, 
That was a passion of hunters and conquerors, 
In the stories of the past, but not at present. 

But the plan was ready with its blue print, 
That never failed, in any treaty of action 
To draw his figure as Saddam, 
The king of a well oiled soil of Iraq, 
Getting his head down, 
Down to the soil, they wished. 

And ticked him, as number one, 

To be caught and killed, for no treason; 

And to be wiped out from his own soil and oil, 

'His power, that may change and stuck 

The world so bad,' they thought, 

As he had thought of his neighbours, once, 

And fought against them in hot war. 

The sound of missiles become closer to his ears 
And his majesty's, power and money, in vain; 
The mighty force of a nation that roared 
And acted far and wide, the fearful threat, 
Reached so sudden, to Saddam, the king, 
And he left the palace, with no kith and kin, 
Nor with his soldiers, nor any dear and near 
To follow him nor to assist him in the emergency; 

Saddam, the powerful king, hidden himself 

In a small hole, like a rat, for fear of his life 

Feared and trembled even by the sound of wind 

Or at the soft footstep of a small cat; 

Lived with no food, no servants, 

Nor even water to drink, in his own land. 

For days together in the soil cellar. 

But no hole, no mountain, 

Nor the terraced soil hills, 
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No reason, no walls or forts, 
Nor any excuse could veil a man, 
As the sword, unseen, hanging free, 
May go to any hand, to act as a tool, 
Marking his track, where it should end 

'Saddam was caught, with orders of the sword; 

And was barred, for no reason to Iraq 

As he ruled and saved his country,' 

Says a soldier of the soil; but for others, 

Who foresee the fall of the universe, 

'As he crossed the roads, on his rules 

Caring not the barricades', they say, 

As if the traffic post, with no police, 

Would blast, if he drives, they imagined 

As he did to his enemies, once in his neighbor-hood 

Saddam was taken off board, 

And presented before the court of 'Justice' 

The Justice of the butcher, 

But not that of the caught, as cat and rat, 

That the cat plays with the fate of the rat, 

Mercilessly pricking, pinching and biting, 

To see the blood drops, drip down from its face; 

That happens everywhere, and always like that, 

Until and unless, destined otherwise! 

It is the sword, unseen, 

That hangs over the head of everyone, 

Silent, and smiling, on the rule of the road, 

But not of the vehicle, 

That makes 'left 'to 'right' 

And 'right' to 'left' as it alters, 

That comes and goes on either side, 

His right is right and left is left. 

With no stable poles to decide, 

While turning either side of the road, 

As, the more we move towards the left, 

Becomes right, and the more we move 
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Towards the right, becomes left, 
Encircling ourselves in the "global round "! 

We make tools even to mould another tool, 

Not knowing to make one, that moulds ourselves 

And not known the rules, of the world, 

That blends the cause and effect 

To rule out even the rules, with wrong notion 

To run after running and win after winning, 

And falling un to the sun-set . 

Lights on, and lights off, is no duty of the bulb, 

But the power and switch, 

Or of the source of power, 

May decide together or alone, 

To switch on and switch off, to Illumine or not 

With no question of bets and bargains... 

Yes, it is the dark night, 

That you need to bother nothing 

Nor any one seemed to see you, 

As you were in the lime-light; 

'Let us sleep, thinking of no war, 

But sleep in peace...' 

As he sleeps with no star on his shoulders 

Nor a cap on his head, no passion, no revenge at all.. 

Saddam sleeps waking Hussein 

And Hussein sleeps alerting Saddam, the half, half. 

The conscious, and the sub-conscious mind, 

That would say to him, 'one would find his end 

With the same sword that he took to win others'. 

'And we saw his end, definitely with a sword,' to confirm, 

The nature's law, 'as you sow, so shall you reap', 

To make him sleep, peacefully 

With no sound of sword nor bombs 

Nor with a title on his chest. 

'The leader of a nation! 
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The supreme of Iraq, 

Stopped all his wars, forever, 

Closed his eyes, 

Not to classify the friends and foes 

But to end the enmity, for ever, 

And signing the 'stop-war treaty', 

Not identifying with nations, 

But with men, and their hopes 

To sleep in deep slumber, the everlasting peace, 

With no sound of swords and missiles any more. 
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AM NOT SEXY 



Her lips bloomed, opened with a reserved smile, 

Reminding me of a sexy look; 

With her jackets, so opened, half of the way, 

Pushing out her bosoms by itself, 

Between the narrow curve, 

Gazing into the world, so moving 

To arrest the lover's eyes, 

As if, a gypsy-girl in love, 

Peeping at her lover at the next doorstep, 

Moving aside the scarf, sitting beside the window. 

My eyes, with its greed, hunger and thirst, 

Loitering here and there 

In search of sexual fantasies on sexy girls 

Found her, alone, in the platform-light, 

Glimmering, to the emotional body of mine, 

The mortal truth, for the time being, 

Seemed to be a sex bomb, that may explode 

And reduce me into ashes, started blazing; 

Along with the gleaming smile, in the dim-light; 

Aloof, with no one near-by, with a searching look, 

Moving with shades and shadows, 

A feminine flesh, exposed, with her sexy-form,. 

Made me heated inside, 

Thinking and feeling sex inputs, 

The hard core emotions filled in my body. 

The imaginary realm of a 

Performed pleasure, inside, 

Not knowing the thoughts and emotions, 

What is in her, within, the soul 

Nor what moved her this way, 

In such an odd hour, different and distinct, 
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Unconcerned that of mine, 

That goes to every man's mind, sauced with sex. 

Dressed well, with attractive gestures, 

For me to think, better, for my emotions, 

Grown on to my brain, 

That vibrates the sexual instincts, 

That can be quenched by no means, 

Other than a flesh to flesh concern, 

That may relate each other 

With a colour and fragrance; 

The hot taste filled with thrills, and inflamed, 

That my body needs to put out 

The heat of lust inside, so boiled. 

She smiled again, a familiar look, 

As if known for a long while, 

That encouraged my instinct, to call her, 

Imitating the same smile, in distance; 

And she followed me, on my node, 

Like a call-girl, to my home, not shy or coy, 

She sat with me, close to my chair, 

Watching the old clock in my room, so shabby, 

Hanging on the wall, a silent witness, 

That stopped its pendulum to move, for a while. 

And she stuck herself to that chair 

Not moving side to side, like that of the dead clock, 

Nailed, still and silent in my room. 

And with no time lag, for me there, 
To catch hold, hug and kiss her 
With my emotion that inflamed in me 
To the highest level of fire, 
Storm and thunder, inside me, 
That may explode together 
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Locking my ears throat and eyes... 

I hissed, in her ear, 'love you, 'with my dry throat, 

With no clear syllable, nor expression, 

Mad, by myself out of sense and sensibility; 

Not listening even the ambient sounds, nearby, 

Nor her sentiments, or what exactly happens to me, 

But just I pressed her hard, to me, in vain. 

She smiled, willy-nilly, with a pale expression 

That I never viewed, so far, 

Neither resisting nor applying any force, 

Against my words, the mere sounds, 

With no blood and flesh, I murmured 

Only with the fired excitement, with no meaning. 

My ignorance, to be extinguished. 

And she shrunk, to herself, like a pet bird, 

As calm as she could, and whispered, 

'Am not sexy nor am a call-girl', as if to herself, 

In a dead voice, with no life 

Nor passion for sex, in a pleading tone 

That didn't reach my ears, 

As I was at my blind excitement, 

The big blunders of men, with their thoughts 

On women and sex, 

That never fulfils, with body or flesh, with no soul. 

But, for her, the gender and sex, 

No difference at present, 

Just a male and female identity of the nature 

That may adorn a male to female 

And a female to male, 

The conscious duty of its behaviour, 

That the gender usually performs, 

Searching always what exists with others, 

Than what we hold within ourselves. 
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Any emotion, if we feel, exists in every cell, 

And it never exists in any cell, if we don't feel 

As the human cell, being the memory, 

Surrounded by matter, 

Or matter, surrounded by the memory, 

And all cells, alike, that consists 

The thoughts and deeds all over the body, 

As far as the faculty of mind, 

That works in every cell, as it desires; 

And keep numbed and still, if no feeling, we have. 

But the mind, that never activates 

In multitude, altogether for more than one impulse 

Nor will concentrate simultaneously 

On more than one feel, at a time, 

With any sense or sensation, 

Other than that it works with; 

Not to overlap, any feel, to confuse by itself 

One above the other, at a time. 

And the body of a man or woman, 

Out of feeling and emotion, 

Is nothing but a corpse 

That can't stimulate 

Any sense or sensibility. 

'Am not sexy and feel nothing , 

That of a man, at present 

And listen to me, what I want, 

That may please be bestowed,' 

She spoke to make me listen; 

'All my cells stuck and stopped, 

Out of my mind, not following 

What you want sir, nor do I know, 

What I really want, at my wits end. 

Am back from my husband's death bed, 

In the city hospital, and was late, 
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Missing the last train to reach home, far off; 

There, my children weep, 

Not knowing, their father is dead.' 

My hands dropped, as a sudden reflex, 

Down from her body, 

That became cooled and frozen, 

All of a sudden with her words and looks 

That pricked inside me in silence, 

Thumbing my heart so fast, 

And beating my sense, that was mad; 

Getting my body cooler to shrink me, 

Into the normal size, at once. 

'Am sorry,' she murmured, 

'Couldn't see your eyes, as mine was full of tears, 

And the frost, that covered us 

From the railway light, barred me 

Seeing what was in your mind, 

And I felt, you looked better, to depend 

Than sitting alone, there in the station, 

In that dark and chilled platform silence.' 

Covering my pale face, 

I tried to smile up on her, with no light 

And softly I touched her soft shoulder, 

With a soothing and sharing feel 

That no words could express, 

How myself, dissolved into another feel, 

The transition of a real touch of compassion. 

And, at once, I moved towards my car, 
With no word, she followed, 
As we couldn't see either's face 
That was in disguise, downward; 
Starting the car, I whispered, softly to her, 
'Am sorry, will drop you at home,' 
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Opened the back door of the car, silently, 
And she sat like an idol, with in the seat-belt, 
I heard her breath, loudly, as she sobbed, 
Above the starting-sound of the car, 
Her heart-throbs, faster and faster... 

Reached her destination, 

After one hour driving, in silence; 

She pointed a street-light to stop the car there; 

'Five minute's walk' she murmured, 

And we walked, with no talks, through the street-light. 

Her eyes, red and wet with tears, 

And more beautified than it was 

Not seen anything, that sort of sexy, 

But the look of a charming angel, 

An embodiment of mercy, 

That I had been keeping with me, always.. 

Switching on the front light, 

She pressed the calling bell, 

A farm house, 

With broken walls and rusty doors opened, 

And appeared the children, 

With their sleepy eyes, 

'How is papa? 'the elder asked, 

'No more ', she cried, and flushed out her eyes, 

Breaking the dam of, tears 

'He was loving and caring,' 

Mixed up her words and sobs 

Along with the cries of the kids, 

Reverberating the love of a man, saved, 

For his wife and children, 

Apart from his sexual instincts, I heard. 

Had I been a man, just a man, 

With the flavour of something, that adorns me 



55 



CP Rajasekharan 



As a brother or father, lover or dear one, 
As they received me so far, 
And I took them, not as they are, 
But as I conceived, as I am, 
Within the strategy of my mind 
That transforms and transacts 
On account of the place and time, 
That a man concerns, as he is, 
And I feel ashamed of thinking me, 
As any other man, with hunger for sex. 

It is midnight, 

Prevailing the sound of silence, in gloom 

The only choking sound of the 

Grasshopper and frogs 

And with no words could I express, 

What to do, then, with me, 

Being a stranger, that no identity revealed 

Nor did I feel any identity of myself, 

To offer anything as an aid. 

I looked up and down, with no eyes on her, 

That she guessed, and murmured, 'thanks!' 

Her voice broke the silence within me, 

'I know, it's time for you to leave, leave me alone, 

Am alone, as he was bed-ridden for years, 

And let me continue to be alone 

As long as my children grow', she turned back; 

Looking at me, the children stopped weeping 

And withdrew themselves with their mom, 

Pushing the door inward, 

Holding and leaning on her shoulders; 

They left me alone, in the chilled silence, 

With no choice, but leave; 

The light went off with a noise 

That the door is getting latched inside; 
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Slowly I walked towards the road 
And saw my car covered fully by frost 

Waiting silently there near the car 

To wash off the frost by my driving force, 

And sat in the car, with no thoughts and feels 

That freezes within the urge of sex, already slept, 

As I realized sex, as a fantasy, 

Built up and brought up, within me, by myself; 

Not knowing the concern of others. 

The reality of sex is just like a cracker, 

To fire and explode, 

That we imagine, before the explosion, 

Firing with emotion, to make it crack, 

And it would cease to exist, if exploded once 

Or the cracker gets wet, not to be blazed with any fire, 

As extinguished, the fire and the emotion as well. 

And that should not be a constant urge to anyone. 

Lowering the glass door of my car 

I allowed fresh air, to creep in, 

Cleaning the frost, and I started the car, 

Reversed, and turned to my road, 

Listening to the sound of silence, that I heard far off. 



57 



CP Rajasekharan 



AN E-Mail TO MY WIFE, 
FROM PARADISE 

No doubt, arm in paradise, my dear, 

Although, you used to say, 'go to hell' 

On your angry mood over my girl friends there. 

Up-on God! and up on God, 

I repeated many times to convince you 

That my friends, they are; and not partners. 

And you trust them not, but God, for him, 
Knows the fact, you are my wife, 
The only wife for whom, I saved and gave away 
All my assets and savings, and my friends, 
They got nothing, but my soothing words, 
Compassion and love, as they loved me, 
Soothed, shared my jokes, pain and pleasure, 
In return, I made them happy, in leisure, 
With the same jokes, they played on me... 

And that is why; I am here in heaven, my dear, 

As I kept no debt, no gratitude, 

Nor any bills unpaid, there in my life 

With you and others, 

Serving with a smile at least, for all 

That appeared seeking my help or friendship, 

Or love, doing what so ever help, I could. 

Yes, I am in heaven, Instead of hell 

As you uttered, on my lies 

That I made, not to harm you, 

But to cope up the situation, 

And to keep you in peace, 

Not to be informed the mischief that I did... 

A million thousand times, 

My lips sounded praying for your good, 
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'Upon God and upon God,' 
Whatever I did was for peace 
And not for war with any one, 
Nor for any selfish purpose of mine. 

And my lies on small things, 

Just to save you from the brim of war, 

With me or with someone else 

And God sent me to heaven, 

Here to remind the same, 

Upon God and upon God, I should pledge, 

I will act, only for the good of others. 

Recall your last kiss, 

You made on my corpse, with no tears, 

Not with any request, nor any pressure 

Or force from my side; 

The first kiss, I ever received, so open, 

But not with any demand, 

And without pushing me back, 

You stamped your will, for the first time. 

That was not hot, wet and cold 

With no feelings, but I loved it. 

The remembrances of my first kiss, 

That I did, first in my life, in the college corridor, 

In a hurry, with fear, and you pushed me back, 

Before starting the vibrator of our love-tones, 

And numbed my heart inside, so abrupt in fear; 

Yes, still I remember it, 

As I saved it well, in my memory card; 

Your pretty old shape, still alive, in my album, 

The bashfully bowed and smiling face, 

With sandal smell, forty years back, in my mind, 

You in a mini skirt and bell-blouse, 

The fashion of thattimeforjunior girls, 

In the first level of our college life. 
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And it was you, after class-hours, 

Passing through the corridor, alone, on my way 

Vow! the first fire of emotion, 

Inflamed in me within seconds, 

Stimulating with a reflex action 

To catch, embrace and kiss you, 

As if I was switched on 

With some force of electric power, I recall, 

And you pushed me back and ran away, 

Making me an idol of stone, with flames inside, 

Unable to move for a while. 

That is with me, forever, not quenched, 

And getting afresh, the same old feeling 

Whenever I see you, even in my dreams, 

And the same you did, on and off, 

In our bed room, even after we wed, 

Not knowing the thrust of love and lust, 

That flushed and flooded, within me, 

That was unknown to you then; 

You treated it, as something barred on being chaste; 

And how long I waited and what tactics I played, 

To make you come closer, and share our body, 

That should have been with us forever, 

For enjoying the same old fire of lust, I realize now. 

But your last kiss, not abrupt nor in fear, 

Not knowing the heat in you, nor could I hear myself, 

But enjoyed, with no springs in my body, as dead; 

And am, hopeful again to start loving you 

For the second term, with my soul and your body. 

The micro-unit of my past existence in your world, 

That shows everything concerned of you 

In your space, you think of me every day, 

That I know, browsing your site, 

With the same old password, 'yours lovingly' 

In my micro chip, gifted by God with his usual smile 

And with an earthly shake-hand. 
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Oh my sweet heart, I realize, 

How I loved you and how you loved me, 

For our own sake, 

Weeping and talking on what is not with us, 

And scolding and fighting for other's sake, 

With no cause of ours. 

We acted living, signing the earthly bonds, 

Catching and throwing, 

The more we received, the more we spent, 

For the well being of our kids 

For whom no saturation point was taught, 

Where to start and when and how to end it... 

Yes my dear, I know, you were not greedy, 

But doubtful, on my trust and love 

That may be shared, and given all over the world, 

On any body's claims, as liberal as I am; 

And you hate to possess that of others, I know, 

And you possessed me, as yours; 

Not to share with any one, 

The good old idea of a loyal and traditional wife. 

But for me, I am shared to all those who love me 

And make acclaim to possess me, 

Being a man of the public, for their cause, 

With no word of mine, but not taking 

Anything from your share, and just sharing myself, 

Bit by bit to one and all for those who at least acted 

Loving me, once in a while, that too for them. 

You often argued and proved, I am cheated, 
Quoting evidences of, friends and lovers, 
Those who benefited by my broadness 
And ignored me later, on their own cause; 
But I kept silent, as I loved them, just for loving, 
And giving what they really wanted, 
Expecting nothing in return. 
Love, the truth of love, am sure. 
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Never be cheated, as one can continue to love, 
Even the other end is negative or inactive 
Or with a response of rejection or removal , 
Or even ridicule, with no cause to be revealed. 

Yes, my dear, true, you came first, 

And you hold on my possession, full, 

That no one knows, nor did I teach them, 

How to cut and share our wedding knots, so tight; 

And for none else, could I gift a child 

To share my heart, as part of the kid. 

I see our children there. 

Playing with their kids with cartoon-shows, 

The 'one act plays' of shades and lights, 

And they laugh, as if in fairy tales; 

Am happy my dear, they love their kids 

As I did it to my kids, and you too loved them as well 

That should happen, as we taught them the same. 

To love and be loved 

What else, can we do on earth? 

The same old cliche, bringing up the young ones, 

And blooming the world afresh, 

As animals and plants do to circle and encircle 

Ourselves in the life-circle, to be fulfilled... 

Recall what I told you, on my death bed, 

'You should live, and live on, more happily, than ever 

To show me living, even without me, 

With no change of mood, nor any ill-feel with anything.' 

And you have to save and secure our kids 

Who may keep us in their heart, with what we gave 

And slowly to wash off our lights and shades 

On the spotlights of their kids. 

But, now you weep, I see it in my screen, 

Through your web-cam, 

That you forgot to switch off, after seeing me 

And your sobs, the remembrances of the past, 
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Made me feel, of coming there and wiping your tears, 
As I could no longer see you weep... 

Am keeping well, my dear, no doubt, 

As you heard, it is paradise with all comforts 

And the damsels here serve me better, 

To save your concern over me, 

Oh, sorry, your face turns dark again, 

Listening on damsels, that you may hate. 

They are servants, my dear, just servants, 

To act upon our demands, that I know; 

You too trusted your servants, 

But my compassion and love, towards them, 

That you never liked, I know, you were possessive. 

Believe me, I am kind; kind to all, boy or girl, 

Master or servant that kindness flows... 

And am not naughty nor crazy now, 

To dance with a damsel, as in our clubs. 

Now I know, you loved me that much, 

Neither to spare me nor to send me off from your space; 

But, am destined to leave you, 

Keeping you alone, at least for a while, just to remind 

My absence and to feel a small gap 

For adding more flavours to our deep love, 

That may never be put out, 

Neither by the whole waters of a flooded sea 

Nor by any forest-fire, that catch everywhere, 

Leaving the meadow of dedicated, divine love, 

That may exist somewhere, within our heart. 

See, it is heaven, but dirty corners are there, 

With someone, of no hygiene, 

Eating, washing and sleeping in the same place, 

With no cleanses at home. 

And I saw the hell, my dear, 

Peeping through the key-hole of my door, 

Very next to my quarters, not far off. 
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But so close to my back yard; 

See, someone sleeps in peace, 

Not knowing the shouts and screams 

And the horrified torturing-scenes of the hell, 

With her spade and axe, 

After her hard work, that she made a garden 

Using the drainage waste, 

Dumped purposely in her kitchen, 

To trouble her, but she bloomed blossoms there. 

I recalled you at once, 

As you did all sorts of work, at home, 

Cleaning and cooking, feeding the kids 

And hospitality to our friends, 

Toiled yourself with no ill-feel; 

And treating the guests with honour and love, 

Wherever you were, 

Not waiting for the servants, 

Or in-laws to fulfill the house-holds; 

And you never appeared in public, as a social worker, 

For that part, I did truthfully to all, you know, 

I am convinced, as you said, 

It is we who create hell and heaven 

As easy as to convert hell to heaven 

And heaven to hell, we proved, 

With our nodes and notions, 

Plans and passions and the will and wish... 

To bloom and blossom along with others, 

The grass or weed, lily or rose, 

No difference, we will grow, 

Letting others be with us to grow and bloom. 

And am sure, you will never be in hell, 

As God knows, you will change it into heaven, for him, 

Heaven and hell, both should exist, 

Just to find who would convert, each other 

Using or misusing our wisdom. 
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Hi why do you laugh at me? I arm changed, 

Not the old stuff, the lazy and idle, 

As you mocked me for not helping you in kitchen, 

That I knew not, the kitchen-holds, 

As I had been working, with pen and paper, 

Working hard for the well being of the whole world 

By writing and speaking the need of cognizing 

The universal truth, love and tolerance, 

That pervades omnipresent in our globe; 

Guided and controlled by our lord, 

The supreme bliss, that you must know, 

Who made us think'this and that' 

And who made us, as ourselves, as we are. 

I was lazy, I admit, with your house-holds, 

As you were there to look after, and that too corrected, 

Turning my mind towards irrigating 

The nature, around our house, 

To keep it useful and peaceful for our survival 

Along with the various species of life. 

And now am here in heaven, working hard, 

To coordinate and compliment 

The co existence, as a helper, 

To our lord, the master-computer, 

With no pride and prejudice, 

The ignorance, that I had it in my living time, there. 

OK, leave it, the past is past, 

And the bygones are bygones; 

Let us share our hell or heaven, with a romance, 

Starting our love, again on a second term 

With no bargains, no arguments, 

Nor claiming the credentials of egos and complexes; 

Kiss me dear, once again and let our men see it, 

To declare, we are still in love. 
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GOD NEVER TOLD ME 



God never told me to keep silent, 

Against the injustice of my boss and colleagues 

Nor to riot against the poor men's demands. 

He never told me to be inactive and lazy, 

Nor to sit idle, doing no work in my office, 

Ignoring the very needful demands of the public. 

God never told me to arrange feasts 

Nor to celebrate festivals at home 

To entertain my rich friends and civic leaders, 

Ignoring the huts, so close to me, 

Living in misery and poverty, as my neighbours, 

But knowing not them, on my driving way. 

God never told me to go to the prayer halls 

And temples to offer oblations and prayers, 

On my own likes and dislikes, 

And on profits and gains of self-interest 

Nor to spend hours together, in meditation 

Keeping revenge and rivalries to others, inside; 

Nor to be dumb against the shouts and screams 

Of my own wife and children, 

Whom, I should attend with care and love, 

Compassion and considerations. 

Nor did he tell me to act myself as a big boss, at home, 

Sharing nothing with the dear and near, 

Or neighbours, shutting myself in my cabin, 

To grow and spend money, as I feel, for my comforts 

Claiming, bargaining, and accounting the loss and profits, 

Finding no time to care the poor and powerless, 

God never told me, 

To sign any document of others, 

Involving any agreement, 
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Or to commit myself, in a hurry 

Without getting convinced the consequences, 

Nor to be involved in a business, carelessly 

With deeds of sales and purchases, 

Of land, buildings and shops, beyond my reach, 

And without proper planning and checking 

The ability and capacity to manage, 

That might lead me into trouble, 

Due to my own ignorance and foolishness. 

God never told me to turn my face 
Against the beggars and needy, 
Ignoring their hands, stretched for mercy. 
And to run on pilgrimage, 
Throwing the smallest coin to any shrine 
Cursing and pushing out the other devotees, 
From the queue, to reach the idols, before them, 
Crushing and squeezing with the crowd. 

God never told me to threaten the vendors 

At our door step, coming for selling and living, 

And the by passers, for touching on our fence, 

For no reason, but to keep my pride, 

And to keep my fence and gate untouched by them, 

The less privileged and less honoured. 

God never told me to close my eyes and ears 

Against the weeping kids on the road side. 

For an oat meal or for a piece of bread, 

To fill their starving belly, waiting somewhere, 

On the door steps of hotels or shopping malls 

Where I pay big bills, lavishly and blindly, 

Just to add more and more things 

In the show-case, to show my pride, with no life. 

God never told me to criticize, what others do 
Finding their mistakes alone, to be described, 
Not perceiving the beauty and goodness in it, 
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On whatever I see and wherever I go. 

Nor did he tell me not to encourage the effort of others, 

To contribute and compensate this nature, 

Within their limited time and strength, 

That I am not doing, due to my laziness, 

Pride and prejudice, or my over-confidence. 

God never told me to be ignorant 

About the social norms, rules and regulations of life, 

Nor to create problems myself, 

And to weep, without attempting to solve them, 

Calling God, for his help, for which he isn't responsible; 

For me who never followed the ethics of others, 

Tried to establish my own wrong stand, that failed. 

God never told me, not to work for social justice, 

Nor to keep mum, against criminality or robbery, 

For which he gave me vigour and valiance... 

Power and wisdom, strength and morale, 

To smell and react at once, with a reflex, 

That should help me, my servants and masters, 

This nation and the whole world, 

By a word of mine and by my timely interference 

To protest and fight against injustice, 

That may affect any of my fellow beings. 

God never told me not to love anyone or anything, 

That needs my love, care and trust, 

Soothing, helping and counseling, 

To pour on confidence and courage; 

Lifting them up to their normal life, 

That they can mingle and mix with 

Other men, to experience love and tolerance, 

Mercy, consideration and compassion, 

To live with equality and solidarity, anywhere in this world. 

God never told me to be arrogant and useless, 
Nor did he tell me to do any act of revenge 
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And rivalry to mankind, 

Snatching and grabbing anything from anyone; 

Nor did he tell me to destroy, anything created by his grace, 

On my dislikes, as it's created for someone else, 

That I should know; 

Nor am I allowed to take anything of others 

Or to behave blindly, in giving and taking, 

Without listening to my senses, he gave me to use properly. 

God never told me to be a spendthrift, 

Nor to live extravagantly, by taking loans, 

Beyond my power to repay, 

And to die as a debtor, pledging the self respect 

That I owe to keep my own; 

Nor did he tell me to take or give cash and kind, to anyone 

By stealing or corrupting my deeds, to live, 

With no truthful devotion or effort of my own... 

God never told me to go on pilgrimage of any sort, 

Nor to run here and there, in search of God, 

In mountains and mists, with no idea of his might, 

Preaching and propagating selfish thoughts 

Against the norms of co-existence in this universe, 

As he dislikes, the man-made destructions and disorders 

For, he wants to keep on, everything 

That he created here, with a purpose and balance. 

And why should I, a small living being, interfere 

In each and everything 

To confuse and to be confused, 

With no cause nor reason for me to claim 

Or to create any trouble to others, that God never liked; 

And he never told me, to trust 

The words of negation of the nefarious 

Nor did he tell me to be with the irresponsible gang 

That I should check my conscience to be clear. 
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God never told me, to snatch the wealth of others, 

But the one, I obtained by my hard work, 

Under the permissible social system, can I enjoy, as mine. 

Nor did he tell me to do what ever I like 

For my peace and pleasure, killing the peace of others. 

The eternal peace, that is within me always, to avoid disgrace; 

And discomfort to others, the only thing that God told me, 

That I never listened, nor did I check myself, to be away 

From the Devil's temptations; to save me from evils; 

I listened to the wicked propagates, and I suffered, 

Of my own carelessness, as I hurriedly jumped into action, 

And did something without proper judgment, 

What he never told me to do anything of that sort. 

No doubt, I am fooling myself, that God knows 

And he laughs at me, looking on my pale face, 

That I could have made up, by myself, 

Limiting my desires and delusions, keeping me 

Afresh and clean using the wisdom, that God has given me, 

At least to keep me away, for not doing 

What he had never told me to do, 

That may deliver agony and frustration, 

For which, he is not responsible; 

But me. me alone, the cause for all my troubles 
And am unnecessarily afraid of the waves 
Instead of closing the leaks in my boat, 
That may harm me, but not the sea, in this voyage. 
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PAIN KILLERS 



Vow! Wonderful, the inventions of these days 

On medical science, giving birth to pain killers, 

Introducing the new world of no pain; 

And let us operate our body, quite often 

For a small head ache, 

Or for a pimple on our face; 

'It's very easy' our doctor would say, 

And let us lay down at his table, 

He, the surgeon, would do the other things, 

For our pleasure, of a 'free and painless today. 

The scissors, knives, thread and needles, 

And even flesh and blood, heart and lungs, 

Kidney and liver and all parts of our body, 

In whole, or as parts, available, 

And ready to cut, replace and stitch; 

And let us see the colour-visuals, 

Cutting our body, in TV, with no blood-shed, nor pain. 

See the TV Ads, delivering a child, free of pain 

And to remove and replace our whole skin, 

As the snakes do, when it becomes old and useless; 

And now, it's easy to renew, and reshape 

With a new one to match our desire, 

Colourful, fair and scratch-free, 

As Michael Jackson did it for his fancy 

And 'enjoyed'a whole life, we think, as a white-man 

But his end, not fully known to the world. 

But, for me the pain, a blessing, I welcome, 
That I know, it communicates and informs 
The problems that my limbs, veins or cells do suffer 
Due to the damage or disorder of any sort; 
That warns me to correct or repair my limbs, 
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Fit to my body and mind to feel free and do things 
For the satisfaction of you and me, to be informed, 
And not to ignore the disorder and pain. 

Pain, the message, that may be stopped and cut, 

Not to transform the E-mails, from brain 

To the limbs and from limbs to the brain, 

But for an addiction, not knowing what happens 

That may stop the whole 'on-line' systems 

From one port to the other, the reflexes and impulses, 

And create more troubles to our anatomy, 

Cutting the cause and effect relations and solutions. 

No, it is not medicine, the painkiller, as we think, 

But something that numbs and breaks the connection 

Of the whole systems of information, of our body 

That acts like alcohol, letting the drinker sleep, for a while, 

And awakens the hidden thoughts, the sooner he wakes up; 

As the problem persists, that we can never forget, 

Giving more giddiness, headache and uneasiness; 

Until the intoxication gets washed off, we realize, 

Like that of the drainage systems of our city, 

That affects the whole households there, if blocked 

The inlets or outlets of different flows, that reacts. 

See, the thrill of each success, we owned with pain, 

We suffered, and the anxiety, we kept on to reach its result, 

Realizing the old pain as new pleasure to experience, 

Like that of a cool breeze to the heated body 

After a long running exercise under the hot sun. 

And nothing, we feel precious, if received 

With no pain nor effort of our own, to be excited. 

See, the cuts and stitched formats, of body or mind 
We see evidently forever, if marked inside or outside; 
And the wounds, naturally painful, that we can't 
React, if not known, nor can tolerate, if known. 
The surgeon may cut our limbs with over-confidence, 
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If no pain, in cutting and stitching , we express, 
Handle carelessly, like that of a piece of clothe 
To be cut, with no feel from either side, 
To know, or to be known. 

What pain killer, can we suggest for our mind to settle 

On an unexpected loss of our most precious beings, 

The son or daughter, husband or wife, 

Mother or father 

For whom we dedicate, saved or submitted ourselves, 

Or for the agony of destitute, old-age helplessness, 

The very sad scene of someone, 

Permanently bed ridden 

With serious disease or damage 

That can never be cured; 

Feeling the pain of others, more painful, than ours, 

Affecting own body; 

But the painful mind, that affected 

By the sin and sorrows of others, never be settled 

For, no pain killer to settle the mind, but to be suffered. 

Let us come to Michael Jackson, 

Singing for the world, not knowing himself, 

Cut off his black skin and replaced white, 

By having a surgery with no pain; 

But thousands and thousands of his cells and neurons 

Were troubled, that he never knew, 

When cutting and pasting took place, 

But later he suffered and no pain killer 

Could save him, nor make him laugh, 

As his blood oozed out with more pain. 

The blackand white, just an'illusion'! 
And let us keep our body and mind as original as it is. 
The attraction was not the color, but his songs, 
That Michael never realized, keeping the whiteness, 
Just as whiteness, created nothing, but complex 
That did not match his songs nor his personality; 
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Suffered a lot, the poor man, not because of pain; 
But pain killer, that had veiled his troubles, 
That could have been cured, if known, 
And would have lived more, with better songs. 

See the great men of this world, 
Their painful memories, and sufferings, 
That contributed more to reshape this world; 
The pain of wounds, the pain of rejection 
And the pain of suppression and depression, 
They had in their mind and body, 
Tortured and tormented mercilessly, 
By the rulers and colleagues 
And even by the friends and relatives, 
Ridiculed and thrown out from their 
Deserving position, that made their stories, 
To reform the history of the world. 

Can anyone forget the road of sufferings, 

That Christ had trodden and peddled on, a long road, 

Mounting up with a heavy cross on his shoulders, 

And iron thorns, stuck to his head, 

Cursed, scolded and beaten up by his own men, 

And at last they crucified him brutally 

Hammering with big nails, on his hands and feet, 

Let us imagine the pain, he had, for speaking truth, 

Oozing out blood from his veins and face all over, 

And even then, he prayed not for himself, 

But for them, the cruel brutes, "Oh Lord! 

Forgive them, for not knowing what they do"... 

I too pray, my dear friends, for you, 

For not knowing, the cause and its effect 

That tempts you, turn against me 

To see me falling down, losing everything, 

While serving and supporting you; 

With all my heart and soul. 
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Let me have all sorts of pains, miseries 

And wounds in my mind and body. 

And get me tedious, assigning more and more 

Work, to be finished, for your satisfaction, 

And let me work, unto my death... 

Oh Lord, the pains, you take from others, 

And give to me, me alone, right now 

That may or may not save me, I will forget, 

In the service of mankind, that I can do free of cost. 

Oh Lord, you know me better, my morale to bear, 

Whatever you pour on to my head, 

That I never allow anyone to shoulder it, but bear 

Myself along with tolerance, love and care. 

Am sure, no pain killer there is to quell 

Any sort of pain that you bestowed upon, but suffer, 

And I don't want to put out my pain, you give me, 

With a tab or drug, or any such pain killer, if any, 

As I am ready to bear it, not as a liability, 

But as a gift, given to me by your majesty, 

To measure my patience, as an asset to be preserved, 

That you may reward me later, am sure... 
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MAN, THE ANIMAL 



Man the animal, the social animal, you may say, 

But sometimes, a man, with no civic sense, 

Utters, barks and weeps, 

Walks and sleeps as animals do; 

Eats and drinks, 

And mates and breeds as animals do. 

Yes, man speaks lie after lie 

That an animal does not do, 

As its eyes, blinking not to truth, 

Nor does it hide the truth, against his masters. 

Man smiles even out of time and space 

That an animal can't do, cheating themselves, 

To laugh at their own kith and kin. 

The dogs and cats, even the monkeys and donkeys, 

I see at home, keep me alert with trust and love, 

And wagging their tail, kissing and thanking me 

For a small and thin bit of biscuits 

Or a lump of oatmeal, fall down from my lip, 

That they can lick from my feet, and feel obliged 

With no complaints or dislikes. 

So also the lion, tiger and even the crocodiles, 

The very wild in character, with no tenderness, 

Behave thankfully to their masters, 

Who feed them, caring and patting. 

But we men, get dejected, on feeding someone 
With all sorts of food, spending a lot in star hotels, 
And getting befooled, finding him go away 
From our heart, as far as he can, with no thanks 
But with sharp remarks against our food, 
Questioning even the very intention 
And the integrity of our love and affection, 
For what we have done to keep on loving him; 
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It's surprising to listen to the tormenting words, 

Turning the friends, enemies with false allegations 

Asking 'who is he to feed me and what he intends' 

The question goes on the air, far and wide, passing ear to ear, 

That we listen from others with pain, adding queries; 

And the negative answers flow from different corners, 

Of his men's likes and dislikes, to laugh at. 

Man, the wisest, we may say, but not; not at all 

As he may twist his wisdom, for his likes and dislikes, 

An animal would never act against its will, 

Dividing the likes and dislikes, not to mock at others; 

Men, always involved in the act of pettiness, exhibiting 

Themselves as show pieces, worrying about the positions 

And wealth of others, that they deserve or not; 

But an animal is least bothered of 

Money and fame of them or of others. 

They would never fight with own kith and kin, 
Nor with brothers, sisters and friends, on greed; 
But a man may kill his own mother and father, 
In craze of power, or regime at home, for a small 
Benefit of cash, gold or promotion, if offered by others, 
Or by the madness of his own decisions and demands. 

Man is not social, as he acts, but self centered; 

Shouting selfish arguments to violate social norms, 

An animal will never cheat or misuse its premises, 

As they are more attached to their ambiance and society 

Understanding each sign and gesture, so clear, 

Not to misunderstand the very purpose of this nature. 

Thank God for creating animals, with clear wisdom 

And I bow to thee, you animals, for living creatively 

Keeping your truthfulness to your own conscience 

That you never hide any of your emotions, 

For fear of any loss or gain, to show more than what you are. 

As you are, with the same expression, that you feel. 
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You have no teachings of morals and classics. 

Oh, fortunate, you, animals! 

As you don't have caste, creed, differences, 

Nor religion or politics, 

Nor is there any distinction, the white and black 

And you don't have ego, nor pride and prejudice, 

As your masters feel and act, not trusting any one. 

Just feed an animal, with their very minimum needs, 

To keep them with us, loyal and trusted than men 

That will never leave us, for any reason of its own. 

But man will leave his very dear and near ones, 

On lame excuses of his job, spacing, time or calamity 

Or on his own inconveniences to be with others. 

He would leave his pets, the silent animals, 

Giving an excuse of his flight, or of the quarters to live, 

Saying lies, "nobody at home or time to care for them" 

And the poor animals do suffer, waiting and waiting 

For the arrival of their master, in vain, getting embarrassed 

Smelling and running through the roads, 

The paths, their master walked on 

With none to care, and running till it falls down 

Somewhere, attacked and killed by others, 

With no food nor water. 

No doubt, animals are more social and loving, than men, 

And man, the animal, a mere animal, and more than that, 

Barking and biting others with no logic, or reason, 

Getting rougher and tougher, ruder and cruder, 

Savage and wild in his attitudes and aptitudes, 

Even in eating, mating, breeding, and telling 

The same lies, against the conscious mind, to repeat, 

Only preaching and praying, and never to practice, 

A cheat show of the liberated soul, 

That an animal will never do, 

Cheating anyone in the name of God. 
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TEETH AND TONGUE 



'Protest with "tooth and nail, 

The very expression, that you make, is wrong 

As we, the teeth don't have selfishness, 

Nor any revenge as we are keeping apart 

From all controversies and claims; 

The very imaginative story, 

You can write is, about us, the teeth, 

That you and everybody have. 

Mostly uncared for, and left with no attention, 

We are hidden, covered by the lips, 

Those are beautiful, covering the filthy waste 

And food particles inside, days together 

But claiming the strength, to keep the lips smiling; 

Tooth the most selfless entity of our body, 

The only limb, that never reacts, 

Never laughs nor weeps, but keeps silent, 

Getting much praises and awards 

For smiling and weeping, done by others, 

The eyes, cheeks and lips that express the real feel. 

You have seen skeletons, 

The concrete human structure of bones 

That never act or react, if not connected with 

The blood and flesh, 

The marrows and nervous systems. 

And the tooth, that never acts, 

Nor affected by any movement or emotion, 

Even if connected with, blood and flesh 

As it is the jaws and lips that act 

But not the teeth, as you think. 
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It is not beautiful, as you think, the tooth, 

If seen fully, without being covered 

Properly by your lips, that is beautiful. 

But the poets praise the teeth along with the lips 

Comparing it to the smile of the jasmine buds. 

But the teeth, being concrete and stable, 

Remain static, as it can, with a cover of enamel. 

The teeth seemed to be weeping and smiling, 
As you weep and smile, that shows in your face 
By the face outside, playing the major role. 
And the teeth remain calm, and strong as a pillar, 
With no movements, nor change in its moods 
That acts on the orders of the jaws, upper and lower 
To break, crush and grind things, 
That is trapped in between the jaws. 

See the gum, made up of mere flesh that may decay 
On any reason or on our own food habits, 
This concrete teeth, fixed in a gum, too tender 
Flaxy and soft foundation, to be rooted 
Not strong enough to stand on its own, 
But keep on standing strong and well-built. 

But we, the teeth, are popular in the world, 

As all TV channels and film theatres show, smiles 

Up and down, the beauty and shape of the teeth, 

(That has no shape and beauty at all, if seen one by one, 

Along with the gum, uncovered by the beautiful lips) 

And it is only the trick played by the cameras 

To popularize the tooth paste and sell it, 

On behalf of the smiling face of someone, beautiful. 

See what fools we are! 

As we don't see the truth, that can't be denied, 
That no fire can burn the teeth into ashes, 
Even three thousand years old, 
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Never be affected or defected, or seen decayed 
In the museums, with no paste and brush nearby. 

And the animals, keep their teeth clean and afresh 
Not a joke; but fact, that they never brush, 
Even once in life; they don't need it; 
Let our money be spent, as we get it, with no tax 
Lavishly for smiling, with no meaning for others, 
But for the teeth, that keep on smiling at your end, 
Whether brushed or not, but with the whiteness, it has. 
But to see us smiling, not with lips, is horrible, 
That, seemed to be afraid of the sound, you utter. 

The skull, bones and teeth, the poor beings, 

Inactive, neither fearful nor harmful to anyone, 

Even at the time of your anger or fear; 

That never change their moods, or movements; 

But being threatened in their true appearance, 

As the tongue appears, sometimes, beyond the teeth. 

And you know, it is the tongue 

That created world war, 

And the same may speak of world peace, as well. 

Just making a twist by itself, 

Changing the mode of language and its expression; 

And so, the peace, naturally, will cease to exist, 

By the war, that can be made possible with a tongue. 

Tongue is to lick, as animals show their affection, 
But man licks means something bad and slavery, 
That shows, the tactics and tricks for 
Capturing and captivating hearts and kingdoms. 

And the tongue is to talk, as we men and women do, 
Talking with no license, as we say, is to irritate, 
By talking nonsense, dirt and filthy language, 
Without checking the meaning and context 
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And to embarrass the dear and near, to any extent, 
By the dry shouts and screams, out of time and place. 

Tongue-slips, can never be tolerated 

But can be counted as an excuse, 

For the leaders of the nation, and for the preachers 

That they used to feel slipping the tongues 

Out of the teeth, with no control, sometimes, 

And it is the teeth that allows the tongue, 

To go out and spell words with no clarity, nor reason; 

Creating quarrels and wars by mistake, 

If not covered and bolted by the teeth 

To hide its rage and arrogance, with no identity. 

'Keep the tongue controlled, to sleep in peace, 

Avoiding a slap to your teeth, uncontrolled. 

As the teeth and tongue, united in their action, 

To control and to be controlled, mutually, 

As no tongue talks, if fully shut by the teeth, 

Nor no teeth bites, not caring for the tongue inside, 

Without its gum and lips, to cover the truth; 

Yes, truth, the truth of tongue and teeth, exposed, 

That may threaten, everyone sometimes, 

But, the truth is truth, that can never be covered, 

By the teeth or tongue, or by the bites and shouts; 

The truth of ourselves, like the open teeth and tongue, 

With no vanity or fancy, but as stable as teeth 

And as flaxy as tongue, to live long with the truth, we owe. 

But so sad to see, the whole home sleeps, 

If the tongues keep silence ,with no talks , 

Or the teeth start aching, with its sad expressions; 

As if in a silent movie, with no dialogues nor music; 

And the face would curve, as serious as acting 

In a dramatic scene of comedy, in tragic moods. 
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Better, keep our tongue, within the well built teeth 

Safe inside, moderate, calm and happy 

With our words, so soft, tender and loving 

Like a pocket phone, keep on ringing 

To remind you, you are in love with someone. 

Yes, the love of teeth for tongue 

And the tongue for teeth in return, 

Safeguarding both with no pain. 

Nor any harm, to be traced, within the techniques 

Of the Jaws; working for the mutual benefit, 

That none can exist without the other, 

To show their smiling, the beautiful out-let. 

And so let us talk and sing, 

Sing a song of love and peace, 

That may bestow, grace and beauty, 

Both to our tongue and teeth 

That treats our face, so beautiful to see, 

Avoiding rough and tough, thoughts and talks, 

That is to be grilled within our teeth, 

Covering with the beautiful lips, in grace. 



83 



CP Rajasekharan 



NOT PRAYING, FOR MY DAUGHTERS 



The day, I remember, my wife, 

Taken to the hospital, with labor-pain, 

By myself, a young boy, with no knowledge 

Of the pain, she suffers, 

Nor of her delivery and its hazards, 

As she never bothered me; 

On such natural pains, she never cared for; 

And so I simply waited, for some time, 

In the hospital; and left for a public meeting, 

As usual, committed earlier, without telling her, 

As she was already taken to the labor-room. 

So natural, that I never prayed for my wife, 

Nor for the new-born, 

As I was late to enter the meeting hall, 

For my speech, to deliver there, 

On the existence of God! 

Being the philosophy class, 

It was easy to establish, 

The existence of God, with proof 

That was there within me, always; 

And so I found no gap in my speech, to pray; 

But established the existence of his might; 

I narrated the conditioned nature, 

And quoted the living beings in it, 

To make other girls, enjoy the class 

In the meeting hall and I left them, 

Answering their queries, 

On man and God, with no distance, nor doubts. 

It is true that I forgot the outward world, 
As I plunged into the philosophy, 
That I have taught, along with its science. 
And started on my way back home, as usual; 
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And suddenly I thought of my wife, 

As it came to my mind, half the way home, 

That I dropped my wife, a fully pregnant young girl, 

With labor-pain, in the hospital, alone, 

No one to care and comfort, or to look after. 

And so, I told the taxi-man to reverse, 

And to turn to the hospital, 

Trying to soothe, myself, in the name of God, 

As I established, his very existence everywhere, 

For the other girls, in the class-room, 

Who may also enter the labor-room, once 

With no idea of labor-pain, but my class, I supposed. 

"Where were you? It's over; 

There is a girl for you "the young lady doctor, 

Welcomed me with the news, 

Showing me the room, as I entered the pay-ward, 

Where my wife was in deep sleep, 

Along with the small kid, that too slept in the new world. 

Yes, of course, I loved girls, 

And was happy to welcome one more to the list, 

And I gazed at the bed; switching on the light, 

Oh my God! 

I called him on my reflex action, seeing the child, 

Something, a tadpole like, creature, 

With long head and short body, thin hands and legs, 

With small eyes, not open, 

Beyond my imagination, making incorrect 

All my calculations of a female child, 

The new-born, that I never had seen, so far, 

Any child, within few minutes after delivery. 

I looked at my wife, a sleeping beauty, 
And could no longer believe it, as her child, 
Due to my ignorance of God's rules, on creation 
And his science, making all children, 
Alike, thin and short, to be delivered. 
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But things changed, within weeks 

And she became the exact little kid of my wife, 

In colour, shape and face, with a little copy of her smile. 

Neither a coaching class nor experience, we had, 

In baby-sitting, feeding and cleaning little kids, 

But managed, somehow, with the limited knowledge. 

Bathing and playing, eating and sleeping, 

The little one kept me always active and alert. 

Then sprouted the second one and then the third, 

In the revival and continuity of nature, 

That made me and my wife, 

Experienced father and mother; 

To grow, save and keep on bringing up 

The family tree, with branches and sub-branches. 

I forgot to pray, as usual, working for the family 

And working for the public, 

Sparing no time in long queue, in front of any shrine, 

Considering my concentration in 'work, as a sort of worship;' 

I taught my girls various ways to work for themselves 

And for others, to keep this nature 

Enriched and enlightened, to make our living, joyful; 

And am sure, they are doing it, working hard 

Complementing the world, they live in... 

No enmity, to anyone, I have taught them, 

Nor to revenge upon any cause, 

Nor did I teach them selfishness or arrogance. 

They were brought up in an environment 

Of love and tolerance, peace and harmony 

For, they have to live, helping their neighbours, 

Colleagues and all inmates, even plants and animals, 

Wherever they are in the world. 

Cheating and robbery is not known to them, 

As I taught them, sympathy and empathy alone, 

To coordinate and cooperate with their classmates, 

Forgetting their dislikes and differences. 

I taught them prayers, to include everyone in it 
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For their benefit with proper wealth, 
Health and wisdom, to share and be shared 
And to live in harmony, with all. 

My prayers are not for my daughters, 

Or for my wife, or to myself, but for others, 

For their welfare and broadness 

To be in peace and harmony with my daughters 

And with all the living beings of the world, 

Understanding and caring each other, 

Broadening their vision and mission 

To look after the whole, as one, 

One and the same unit of a stage-show, 

Within the same light and shade, 

Of a single event-management. 

My prayers are definitely not for my daughters, 
But for their in-laws and their neighbours, 
To bless them with, fair intellect and wisdom, 
For letting them realize, 
The vices and virtues in their proper level 
And not to reverse it for their own interests, 
That may affect others, including my daughters, 
For them, to think and do only good for others. 

My prayers are not for my daughters, 

But for their boss and colleagues, wherever they work, 

To enrich their heart 

With real knowledge and vision, 

To be truly and timely informed 

To carry out their administrative role, 

Making themselves, independent 

And impartial in their decisions, 

With no favour nor corruption, 

On any cause and cost, of their own... 

My prayers are not for my daughters, 
But for the rulers of the State, 
Nation and the World, 
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For energizing the whole universal leaders 

To carry out their duties and responsibilities 

In a fair and reasonable way, 

Keeping up the law and order 

Perfectly in their right way of justice and truth, 

To be bestowed equally to all, 

Justifying the facts and evidences, 

Along with reason and its logic, sensibly, 

With compassion, and consideration, to the affected. 

My prayers are, surely, not for my daughters, 

But for the leaders of various sectors, 

Caste, creed, religion and politics and to the 

Social activists of each sector, 

To be positive and optimistic, 

In all their attempts, 

And not to be destructive and negative, 

That may explode the whole world order and burn it, 

Along with themselves 

And annihilate the whole human community, 

Including their family, 

The kith and kin of their friends and relatives 

Innocently living in this world, 

Not knowing the cruel thoughts 

Going on, in their mind, to kill and to be killed, 

That is against the ecological rules, and balance 

And for the existence of nature 

Of this whole world order.. 

Oh! God, you know, 
I have never prayed anything for me, 
But I remember you always, thankfully, 
For what you have given to me; 
And am contented well, and happy, 
Reaching my saturation point; 

And let me pray you to forget and forgive, 

If I am praying for more than what you can fulfill, 
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And Let me put up my prayers, for the first time, 

As humbly as I can, 

On the door-step of your shrine, 

With no money, no milk nor ghee, 

Not even some flowers; 

As I don't know, which flower you like more 

Or which smell, you need to be more fragrant 

Just as I select my sprays, to be fragrant outside, 

Knowingly keeping your grace inside me, ever fragrant; 

That am not getting selective, in flowers now 

To make you more fragrant. 

Am not praying for my daughters, 

Or for my wife, 

But for all the wives and daughters of this world, 

Oh Lord, the most merciful might and power, 

Lead thou kindly light to pour down your mercy 

And kindness, to the hearts of all the husbands, 

Brothers and lovers, fathers and uncles of this world, 

With utmost care and attention, that you can, 

To make them soft, sober and merciful; 

Make all your men on this earth, 

Lovable and loyal, in positive terms 

With no negation and explosion of thoughts, 

For no confusion and bitterness in their minds; 

And thou, mercy may kindly 

Fill their heart with love and compassion 

To be bestowed to all women and children of this world 

And let them live in perfect peace and pleasure. 

Am sure, my Lord, my daughters and wife 
And all the daughters and wives of this world 
Will survive, peacefully, as you like, 
If your men are loving and truthful in themselves; 
And let me depart hopefully to the back-stage, 
To see and enjoy, what you are doing there. 
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MISCHIEVOUS MOTHER 



No doubt, it's cuckoo, your famous singer, 
That cheats, laying eggs in the crow's nest, 
For a foul-play to hatch her eggs; 
And being very poor in arithmetic, 
Knowing not the progression methods, 
To find out the eggs, added by the cuckoo, 
The poor crow broods over it, 
Very carefully, as on its own eggs. 

Laying eggs is very painful, 

For a mother-bird 

Same as that of our women's delivery, 

With much care from doctors and family members, 

Once in a while, but not daily as birds do; 

And they do it alone, with none to care and attend, 

Bearing and suffering many days, each season 

And brooding over, three weeks with patience, 

To get it hatched, not to be stolen or damaged 

By enemy-birds or snakes, that brings agony forever... 

Cuckoo knows all these hazards, 
But not ready to bear it, on its own shoulders, 
The duties and responsibilities, or the pain 
And so wisely lays the eggs in the crow's nest, 
To transfer the troubles to some one's head, 
Finishing everything with the eggs, not bothering, 
Hatched or not hatched, or to bring up its kids. 

Some men and women do, 
The same, here in this world, letting their children 
Grow, as trees and plants grow in forest, with no care, 
Bearing and suffering the calamities, they grow; 
As some women, brutally avoid or sell their child, 



90 



The Mischievous Mind 

Some do not allow therm to be born even; 

Nor do they educate and bring them up, 

May be their own foolishness, cruelty and brutality 

That they live, not caring own kids, 

Not obeying the rule of thy nature. 

Fed by the crow, as their own mother, 

Properly and timely, sitting and watching always 

Not moving far away from its nest, to guard on; 

The kids start crowing and cooing, 

In their different tone and accent, as per their gene 

That the mother-crow, identified not in the beginning, 

But the gene is gene that none can convert or ignore, 

Unless you are forced to behave otherwise, in different orders, 

As the truth is truth, that can't be denied, 

Nor to keep in disguise, or hidden, forever. 

And the crow, cheated in size and shape of the eggs, 
Realizes the truth, later, on the by-pass way of the time, 
Finding one of them, not crying as other kids, 
Making 'coo-coo' sounds instead of 'crow-crow' 
And the mother crow naturally gets enraged, 
That no one can tolerate cheating and encroaching 
The motherhood, for no reason and starts attacking; 
The poor kid, the stranger, suffers its mother's mischief, 
Unknown to birds and animals, ever they are; 
But it happens to civilized men and women, more often. 

We know, the child help-lines and the orphanages 
Came into existence, due to the mother's mischief 
And ignorance, not knowing the consequences 
Of abandoning the child, to some one, not known, 
And with no motherly or fatherly instincts; 
As the word orphanage, proclaims the family anarchy of 
None but everyone, who takes care of themselves, 
Forgetting their children, destined to live and grow 
Against the storm and rain or the frost and heat, 
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As allotted to them, as that of the plants on roadsides. 
Tortured, tormented and harmed by, the passersby, 
As they can't accept as theirs, but of someone else, 

The public property, claiming everyone's, but of none. 

The abandoned child, not knowing what to do, 

Is forced to obey the masters on the runway, 

Just for quenching their thirst and hunger; 

And the departed mother, we find them, 

Weeping later, in vain, as already departed, 

Beyond their identity and love, not given in time. 

The child weeps in the beginning 

And the mother later, on their 

Sad child-hood and mother-hood 

Weeps and weeps forever, 

As our cuckoos do with their shouts and cry's, 

That we mistake as their song, the melody. 

Birds are not singing, nor they have time to sing, 

In the midst of hardships to collect and eat 

The every-day meal on their every-day search 

And to build a nest, warding off calamities 

To their eggs and kids with a far of vision. 

Let it be a song, as our lazy poets think, 

Drinking and eating, as lotus eaters do 

And sing the songs of no meaning, 

Unlike this bird, not sings, but weeps, 

May be the song of the orphans, 

The never ending song of solitude and melancholy, 

An agony for themselves and others 

To listen, and be listened, so painful, 

For mothers and kids to leave or to be left 

Telling lies, endless, to safe guard nothing, but pride, 

A sad story of cheats and mischief's, with no end. 
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THE MUSCLE MAN 



I am the body, fat and stout 

With my muscles so strong and powerful, 

Acting the leading role at home 

Laughing loud, the comedy of eating, 

With no man to compete with me, as they can't 

Plan the day-dreams, as I dreamt, 

Without feeding my mind, to realize what I am. 

No warning, nor the guidelines I did follow 
Nor did I answer anyone else; 
Driving fast with no gearing and steering 
Covering all my hills and valleys, as I longed 
With or without humps and bumps on my way. 

No heal, no feel, no turn on right and left 

And am ruled by my own rules at home and office, 

As no one, I see, here or anywhere, to overrule me, 

My walks and looks, I made for myself; 

It's my body that eats and it's my body that sleeps 

And it's my body that grows so large with no question, 

That I may care, as it produces my will, and desires, 

With no difference on my past and future. 

The morning walk, I made a way, for the gymnasium, 

And then the swimming pool, for an evening show; 

Skating, boxing, cycling, then, 

Football, Cricket, Volleyball, and tennis, a little athletics 

Just for jogging with my girl friends too, 

Getting all these exercises, 

I made a man, the muscleman, me ! 

Feeling myself sound and sharp, 

Not to fail me, as you see 

For naming me as a steel-robot, 

Just like making super-man, in video-show. 
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Eating too much, with no rest or break, 
Legs and hands and chest exposed, 
Like a sponge, so hard and tight; 
Did all my jobs, my limbs so fast, 
As they, my staff, to shout and threat 
For my wants, to earn and burn this world, 
With a fashion-show of my body-built, 
And I sat at ease with no purpose. 

Growing so strong my body, acts and fights 
Letting my brain know not, the contrast scenes, 
With no exercise, for my thoughts, in traffic jam; 
Not listening to my bones and marrows, 
So careless, my muscles worked, as it is; 

The mind and body, bulged, in different poles; 
With a thought, so sad, somehow in my mind 
Causing head ache and fever, glooming me , 
Getting worse, my body, limb by limb, 
Pushing me to the lazy- mood, day by day.. 

So the mind and body, turned their two-way road; 

The more I get my body big and fat 

The more I felt me weak and afraid 

For, I lack my mental strength 

To keep me out of the normal road of life; 

And started hating, the muscle man-name, 

Not to be called me, any longer. 

Slowly my eyes, grown big, and bulging out, 
With no sight of things, even little far, 
So I bought a lens and frame, my charming specs 
Purchased, my wife, for a sight of things. 
Good and beautiful, my friends would say, 
Very much matching, my wife too said; 
The lens and frames fit my nose, 
But not my sense on daily life. 

I too felt it good for face, 
But for the price, a little high. 



94 



The Mischievous Mind 



Looking at the mirror to see me full, 

As I have me, made it reflected. 

Nothing to say of matchlessness, 

That's all my wife's duty, not to bother myself, for 

She is the expert to find the colour matching; 

And I walked with a little pride, 

Just to share my peace of mind 

But I felt it irritating, after a day long, wearing glass, 

'It will be alright, within days' 

Consoled my wife as usual; 

'You will get it used to that, 

As you enjoy the life,' she laughed, 

Sarcastically looking me, 

That I could guess, what she meant 

How I adjust my life with her, 

Bearing so much bitterness. 

The specs, I fitted in my nose, 

No doubt, it is dignified, 

The powerful lens, made me magnified, 

My face and eyes; both in size 

But the sights and scenes in front of me, 

That is getting fading out, 

Not showing me anything clean, 

As it is not its actual size; 

Either seen things, bigger some more, 

Or even seen it vague and fade. 

Not only in size and shape, 

But also in colour and form; 

With a little difference in its actual terms, 

That may cause a converging 

Or may be little diverging, 

And of course changed the reflections, 
The vision, I have it on and off. 
Finding to see the truth of things, 
Far beyond my adjusting 
Either by my eyes or specs, 
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That cannot be done always; 
And I realized the fact with specs, 
That it can't show the truth at all. 
The specs is not my eyes, I see; 
Looking up and down once more 
And then I viewed it side from side, 
Straining myself to adjust it, 
That is nowhere, I would see. 
Declared the doctor, 'bad eyesight, 
Not so easy, get curing it ' 
'But the expense, I met with lens ?' 
'Forget it, sir', he told me. 

'Is it long-sight, or of short-sight, you have, sir? 
Children started joking me, in clownish look, 
That they saw my strain in, gazing them. 
'Long-sight', I lost, very early,, bad in planning then; 
And the 'short-sight', I hate, to peep through holes, 
As I don't like the key-hole scenes, 
Anywhere in my life so far. 

'Muscle-man, can you fight with us'? 

Asked the boys cunningly, that I laughed out carelessly, 

As I thought of no war at all; 

That I don't have such wrong notion, 

To save me with my body strength, 

That's not a defence method. 

The sports and sports-man-spirit, I know, 

But not a possible way for life, 

To save and secure life from death. 

You see, it is a usual scene, 
The stronger, no doubt, knocks down him 
The weaker, always seen here, fall and die. 
As none is found as strongest, any where else 
To keep a victory stand, forever, anyone gets; 
As I am being a child myself, 
Always with a soft and tender mind 
Knowing not, how this body save my life , 
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Why I made a muscle, so exposed, 
That I used in my life, never , so far 
Nor I enjoyed any such thing, for my fancy; 
Children laughed at me so loudly, 
Without getting, what I meant. 

Listen to the roaring sound of kids, 

My wife, disturbed in her search, 

As she, not seen, her specs in table draw; 

Came in rage to catch and throw, 

My specs, met with its own fate; 

Not knowing that it was hers; 

That I misplaced on my nose, 

Due to the partial sight, what I have; 

And to the matching colour and form, 

That of my wife's, lens and frame. 

As she ordered at a time, 

To make a match, in specs, for both. 

Oh friends, you see what happens 

Scattered the broken frame and glass, 

Like my muscle and bones, with no balance 

Bulged out, from my flat body; 

But I regained little sight, better than a specs in face 

And am happy, remained my specs, 

Kept it so safe, in my draw 

And hers, she broken, as if mine 

To make a match with the matchless things, 

Causing the eye sight, the inner sight. 

Let me sleep now without specs, 

And let me have a peaceful sleep, 

That I don't know how I get it 

And let me ask you, don't misguide, 

As it happened, with my specs-concept., 

That has no use, to live with truth and love; 

And let me have a far off sight, within me something, strong and bright 

With no illusion of my muscle-body 
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WOMEN'S LIBERATION 



Hi , Those days, not gone, still within me 

Full of love, my mad love-scenes, 

With fantasies and fallacies of colourful days 

In the narrow, secluded streets, 

Shady meadows and gardens, 

And coffee-club cabins, alone 

And along with you, in deep love; 

Looking eyes to eyes, 

With less words and gestures' 

Not knowing the time, we passed 

Nor the days and months, 

We spent on, loving and loved 

And accepting the concerns of both, 

With no orders or claims 

Nor any exclamations, and queries in between. 

We loved, and loved every inch of us, 

Like we dissolved into that love-song, so deep 

A melody, that was sweet and nice 

That we heard from our own soul, 

Within us, but we felt it, coming from far off, 

And it kept silent and still, as if listening 

To an unheard melody, that is sweeter; 

Forgetting our body, we have, 

That was not so close, nor tied up 

With any bonds or bondage. 

I loved you and you loved me, that is all we knew, 

And that's all, then, we needed to know. 

How anxious, the whole day, 

We were, waiting for the postman, 

As there were no E-mails and pass-words, 
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Nor missed-calls, on those days, to remind you 

And get reminded, every minute, as we like. 

The postman, he was our'love tone', then, 

And the vibrator; that vibrated in our hearts; 

And how desperate, we were, if no letter, 

We received any day, that happened some times, 

And how many times, on those days, 

We used to read the same letter, we received, 

Word by word, again and again. 

Let us continue as love-birds, 

With no claims and credentials. 

No arguments and debates, 

Just get love and been loved, 

Without knowing the tides, 

The ups and downs of married life, 

That occurred, some-how 

With ties and knots into our thoughts also. 

Oh strange, now, you desire liberation, 

That too you never told me, directly, 

But from the reports on your public speech; 

Let us break the dam, if any such there, 

And let our feelings flow, faster, 

Whether to irrigate, or to destroy. 

Let us sit face to face and discuss the facts as facts, 

As we were doing it in the old coffee-house. 

Yes, I will call back the cook, 

And let us sit with coffee or beer, as you please. 

You talk to me and finish your problems, instead, 

Going to the meeting grounds and seminar halls, 

Speaking against all husbands of this world, 

For they, not done any harm to you; 

And you may target me, me alone, my wife, 

If, I am the problem, on your way. 

But sorry to ask one question, a simple thing, 

Where to and what for, am to liberate my lady; 
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And tell me please where you want to go further, 

As you are keeping far away from me, at present. 

Liberate oneself, is the possible way 

As it's not easy to liberate others, any way 

I never ignored nor I sent you out by force; 

And getting away from home, is, something different, 

As long as you can manage as you like. 

Freedom, that is, for a man or woman 

Something free, not offered, but gets attained; 

Using own power, the mental strength; 

Instead of making cries and shouts, no way helps. 

Man and woman, two entities, 

Getting tied by wedding knots, 

Not so easy untying it, the knots, once they tied with love, 

If it got so entangled, 

With that much bonds and bondages, 

Friendship, blood-ship, whatever may, painful no doubt, 

Cutting it with a word or verbal fights. 

Of course, our women need no fight, I know, 

Nor they suffer any loss in that 

But they need a narrow escape here and there 

From their husband's office-rules 

The odds and orders, that never suit 

For a peaceful family life, better get a possessive style, 

Than allowing a trespasser, 

If they don't feel concerned of, 

But tell me, what is wrong, I did for that. 

Yes, agree, you need, special love and care 

To get you safe, for a secured living, 

Keeping apart all other ill-feels and irritation; 

So also, I would like to keep a little peace in mind. 

As we men and women are created 

To live in peace and unity; 
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With no war, nor any bombardments 
In our concept of married life.. 

A bird in your nest may make you happy, 

But, can be happier, if it walks around you, 

Eating from your hands, feeling free by itself, 

As it is stated on the rule of the roads, 

'Freedom is yours, only when you allow others 

To enjoy it, yes my dear, am sorry, for I spoke, 

General, thinking of social living, not affecting you or me. 

I am not standing on your way, 

And am ready to look after the kids also, 

As far as they trust me with my love and affection. 

But I am afraid, our kids too, listen your arguments, 

Coming in TV and they started asking me, 

What harm I have done to you to make you violent 

And to hate all men in this world, as you speak; 

Our kids, one boy and one girl, 

They may also form their thoughts 

Divided in their minds, in two different poles 

And would start quarrelling once 

As a mere man and woman, 

Apart from this blood relations, 

That we induce, inculcate and get indulged. 

I remember, I have prevented you 

Going out at odd times, only for your safety 

And definitely, those words, you avoided, 

As you could never take it in good spirit. 

Liberation does not mean departure, my dear, 

Mounting up tension for both sides. 

Make your mind free, and agree with the agreeable 

And you may disagree, if it's to be. 
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Let us discuss once again, 

And try to live as lovers in different homes 

Keeping all the limitations 

And freedom of lovers again; 

I will keep mum, listening to you 

As I was doing, years back, 

In the coffee house and pubs, 

Listening to you, than talking my views alone. 

When you loved me most, as I loved you; 

Again, for the sake of our children 

Please do come and join together 

As am worried on the reports 

On child abuse, in news-papers, 

Mostly from the liberated house, 

With no mother to guide and lead. 

Our girls, will have their teenage fantasies, 

Their dreams and arguments, that do not match, 

If there is no mother, to live with them, 

As their guide and friend, we could do; 

And so, I request, make your conscience, as a mom 

And please do come and join the family, 

My dearest friend, you can save us 

And make our children's life, secured and safe. 
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HOSPITAL COMPLEX 



Seethe hospital, 

So gloomy and sad sometimes, 

And so busy and active with running 

Doctors, nurses and our people, so needy and vigilant, 

With a casualty in the front, 

The very face of our life and death, 

With wounds, bandages, shouts and cries 

In the wards and rooms. 

See the faces of anxiety, 
Sorrow, Depression and 
Demands 

All over the building yards, around, 
And its corridors; too busy and noisy 
With the doctors and nurses, 
Fully equipped with better tools 
Advanced in science, they think, 
To protect the patients of all kinds; 

Running here and there to save and to be saved, 

But no time to stop a while 

To think on oneself, why this 

Last-minute running, 

Running to the operation theatre, 

And then to the ICU and ventilators 

With oxygen cylinders, 

Blood bottles, injection needles, 

Medicines and scissors to do things at once 

And finish their duty in time, so strictly; 

But delayed, very much delayed 

In taking decisions in the doctors' chamber, 

With much debates and discussions, 

Not on the patients' conditions, 

But on the contradictions in the conclusions 
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The doctors reached on their different diagnosis 

With different inferences on their own reasons; 

And on the facilities, allotments 

Problems, and the consequences, 

With the name and fame of the hospital, tomorrow... 

The operation, of case-one, found success and they 

Happily shook hands in one corner, the doctors and nurses 

Sharing coffee and snacks in a joyful mood. 

But the operation, of case-two, failed and patient died, 

In the other end, leaving the kith and kin 

To weep, bursting their tears out, with no doctor, near by.. 

The casualty entrance is full, 

Seeking admission on various cases 

Of accident, fire, fever 

And on suicidal attempt, that failed; 

And the front office is busy billing 

The discharged cases on recovery, to home 

And on the negative results of other cases 

Being referred to other hospitals, to live or die 

At the permitted time and place, as destined. 

Just pass by the beds of in-patients 

To see the variety of illness and read 

The case history, diagnosis and the reports 

Of the disorders of the chest, 

Throat, liver or abdomen or with the heart 

Affected with clotting, ulcer or cancer, 

Tumor or demurrage, what so ever disease, 

That a man can be affected, 

Without his prior consent, as he wished; 

Let us read it with a sigh, 

How it happened to him, a nice man 

That no one thought, he would be bed-ridden, 

As he was very much active, not alcoholic, 

And seen even in the previous night at his work, 

Good to himself and the public, as well 
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I am here, with a patient of my own, 
A reader of my heart, 
Knowing my sharp and hot behaviour, 
Being highly emotional, by myself 
But with her own judgments, 
Rights, wrongs, weeps and sooths, 
Accepted me as I am; 

And she, with much likes and dislikes 

With her own theories of life, 

Is forced to lie on her stretcher, 

To be trolled on to the theatre, 

To operate, the fractured bone 

To join or to be replaced, at her weak age; 

But with full confidence on me 

That I would not leave her, alone, 

That's partially right from my part, 

But felt helpless, as the main role is not of mine, 

But of God, who connected me to her 

And admitted here in this hospital. 

I am not a saviour, but a man 

Knowing no magic nor any divine mechanism 

To save her life or to operate with no risk 

And so I praised my lord, to be with the doctors 

For alerting them in their work 

With all knowledge and wisdom 

To fulfill it with no mistakes. 

I looked at her face, once again 

As the stretcher, is pushed inside, 

And the door closed, 

Leaving her eyes in my heart, fully pasted 

And stamped on me, with her merciful eyes, 

As if asking my permission to go inside, 

That makes my eyes reddish, 

Wet with tears, uncontrolled. 
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My wife noticed and patted on my shoulder 

Murmuring, 'she will bealright'and safe, 

Calm, calm yourself please, she will recover;' 

'Alright, alright'l too murmured within me, 

With chokes in throat, being sentimental, 

That I could no way control my outbursts of any sort, 

Agony or anger, pain or pleasure, that gets exposed; 

And so I went to my allotted chair, to sit 

In front of the closed door of the theatre. 

My wife took me to the canteen, 

And ordered coffee and snacks for my static body, 

That was there with my wife, in the canteen; 

And started talking to change my mind, 

That has flown to the theatre, without my consent. 

My mother, I remember, lying in my own hands, 
Looking on my reddish and wet eyes, as of today 
Stepping down from the fourth floor of my quarter 
With no stretcher nor lifts, in those days, 
And on my shoulder, taken her to the hospital; 
The same scene, gone on my mind, in a flash-back; 

My wife knows all these, my tears and anger, 

Comedies and errors, love and loath, 

As she is with me always, for many years 

To stage and share my variety roles of life; 

And so she pointed me, to the other table 

And showed me a brother and sister, 

Having their break-fast, 

Chatting and eating, as normal as they can, 

Keeping their mother's corpse in the mortuary, 

Just died this morning, my wife told, she knows them. 

Yes, it is true, am too, living happily here, 

After the departure of my father, mother, 

And many of my relatives and friends, years back, 

Not thinking of the loss, as engaged otherwise, 

With full of thoughts and deeds in my mind, to live. 
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The hospital canteen is full and alive always, 

But the hospital is silent and gloomy, 

In the other rooms with pain, 

Lost hopes and expectations, walking on ropes 

Above the sea of life and death, trying on their own, 

Someone, expecting to die, and the others, to live . 

But the dead is dead and the wounded is wounded, 

Suffering alone, rounded by the near and dear, 

In their own living world ,with problems and solutions; 

But with exclamations and interrogations, 

And all other expressions that suit the situation, 

For a few minutes, and then leave the destined 

To suffer his pain by himself, in the hospital room. 

The world never ends, we see, 

With the death of a man or of thousands 

Or with the end of a whole nation, 

But sustains as it is for the remaining life, 

The death of thousands or millions 

Would never stand in the way of the living 

As he or she has to live further, 

Eating and drinking involving themselves 

In their engagements and enjoyments. 

My wife convinced me of the scenes of survival, 

Pointing to each table, sitting with 

The kith and kin of patients, 

With multiple fractures and various diseases, 

Struggling, between life and death, 

In the wards, theatres, 

And even in the casualties, 

With unbearable pain and suffocation, 

Waiting to be attended 

By any doctor, after finishing his cases 

One by one, already started to work with. 

Yes, true, thousands and thousands die every day 
Covered in TV news and photographs in paper, 
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That we just read and forget within no time 
To discuss problems of the living, with no question 
Whether it is you or me to live, but for the living, 
This world of tomorrow to work; and not for the dead. 

Yes, agree, I too forgot my patient for a while, 

Seeing the philosophy of the canteen, 

Cooking the food for the living; 

Ignoring the dead, as dead, here in various rooms; 

I stood up suddenly, on an impulse, 

With my wife, to see the operation theatre, 

Shocked with the memories of the dead 

On the doctor's table there; 

Blaming myself of forgetting her, at least 

For a moment, sitting with others in the canteen. 

Opening the door of the theatre, our doctor 

Came with a smile and shook hands with me, 

'Safe, she is safe; I will take care, go and rest'; 

He spoke nicely as assured me earlier, 

Patting on my shoulders once again, 

And he left in a hurry to reach home; 

As my wife tried to smile back to him. 

I was getting myself relieved, on his words. 

And went back to our room, awaiting her, 

To be back from the theatre, 

And back to her normal life, so happy. 

Discussing the cases of near-by rooms, 

We fell asleep for a while 

To compensate the sleepless hours, 

We spent in the hospital, last night. 

And suddenly woke up hearing the loud noise 

Just outside our ward, near the casualty. 

And I ran out, thinking only about my lady, 
In the theatre, reported safe, but who knows 
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The changing phenomena of this world, 

What happened and to whom, boiled my mind 

With a selfish thought, to pray for my patient, 

Ignoring all the other, hundreds, in the same floor; 

Oh lord, it should not be my lady, 

I prayed forgetting the universal love and mankind 

From my heart, truly, at least for that moment. 

Alas! It's our doctor, taken to the casualty, 
Met with an accident on driving his way home, 
Leaving the hospital just one hour before, 
Soothing and offering his support and help 
To cure my patient with a pat of love; 

But now all the doctors and nurses, around him 
To save his life, in vain, with oxygen cylinders 
And all the equipment and experts of the hospital 
Together with all their heart and soul, fully dedicated 
Oh my lord, you heard it, saying to me and others 
That he would save all the patients here 
And I believed it, with full respect to his hopes, 
Without sensing your accounts and remarks, my lord 

Who are he and me to save others? 

As we all are struggling for our own life; 

Unknowing the dos and don'ts, you declared 

Nor the space and time, you destined for us. 

And see the out-patient wing of the same hospital, 

The patients still waiting there with no patience; 

In queue, with numbered tokens in hundreds, 

For discussing various issues and to rectify, 

As early as possible, skipping at least one, in the queue; 

Meet some other doctor, if one died, they felt, 
While waiting in the queue, as they are not concerned 
Of the death of others, but of their own life, to be regained 
Nor they are bothered of any birth, other than they attend. 
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I too never told my lady, the death of our doctor, 

To safeguard her peace of mind, that I preferred. 

Oh Lord, tell me what is more to be exclaimed 

Here in this world, than this urge to exist, oneself, 

And to make the vicinity of ourselves to be safe and clean 

Even on the blood and flesh of the dead, 

That is seen everywhere, as an every day event 

In your fixed point chart, of this universe, 

And let me see, my timing, please, 

To reach the finishing point of my race, with no baggage. 
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SEEDS AND PLANTS 



Oh dear my seed, my prayers are not prayers 

And my penance is not penance, for such a long time 

That the patience you show, with excellence, 

Than that of mine, not to be compared; 

Dried and dried, how long you have been 

Dedicating yourself, with no food nor drink, 

Continuing to be on your long waiting endure, 

Regardless of thirst, hunger or heat inside 

That you are bearing yourself, 

To give birth to a new born babe of your own; 

That too, not for you, as a woman does it, 

Partly for her fulfillment, as a mother; 

But, for you, giving birth to the next generation Is 

To get yourself ceased to exist, as a seed, 

Immediately after the sprouting of your offspring 

Letting yourself decayed as food for the new plant, 

And break your protective shell, for the new one 

To live and exist, for keeping on 

This nature, alive; maintaining 

The ecological balance, favouring others 

With no sorrows or regrets, of own life. 

Being the model, your patience to wait untiringly 

For days, months, or even for years, 

Till you find a favourable space and time 

Anywhere in this earth to fit yourself, 

And wait for a day or two again under the soil 

With some water to wet and break yourself 

Allowing the little plant to shoot out from you, 

By rooting down to the earth to bring up a new one, 

Dying yourself for the life of the new-born. 

How long you travel for this purpose 

And how long you hide yourself, heated and dried, 
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Not to be destroyed by animals or birds 
Or by insects or pests, with prayers and fears, 
You keep yourself, as if, dead and lifeless 
Silently suffering the calamities and men's 
Partialities, not to preserve and eat at once; 
But some of you survive, even after eaten, 
And grow, where they left you out, after eating. 

Painfully you see, some domestic seeds 

Kept preserved with much care, by their masters 

While others are thrown down, with no care, 

In the wind and rain or in the frost and snow 

To face its fate, whatever it may be, 

To be suffered and neglected, 

With nobody to look after; 

On the fences and walls, 

On rocks, stones or in floods with no hope 

Nor any expectation of further living, 

Even burned by sun or fire; 

But waiting until and unless put in suitable, 

Condition to grow, and flourish. 

Yes, my dear seed, you are my master, 

Guide and philosopher, 

Teaching me the patience to wait 

For the right time and place to work and grow, 

And to keep silent patiently, 

Without rioting and complaining 

Against anything or anybody 

For our misfortunes, showered upon us 

With negligence and isolations. 

Yes, you are the preceptor 

Teaching me hopes and expectations, 

To be positive and optimistic, and to wait out of 

Place and time, for'my day, to come; 

And act according to the guidance 

That I would get, from someone, 
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Unknown in this world. 

And I see how you become a plant 

And how you nourish it 

With your own blood and flesh, 

Handing over your patience and wisdom, 

To grow tall and short, slanting and straight, 

As you get facilitated, with in the allotted space. 

Oh my plants, you are the teacher, class two, 

For my second lesson, 

That I studied not to be worried 

Over the inconvenience to get 

Any suitable environment to grow, 

That is what you teach your seeds 

To wait and go on waiting, in penance. 

And what you do, contradicting the seeds, 
That you never wait for someone, to facilitate you, 
But facilitating yourself to the earth, 
Spreading your roots and stems, as you can, 
To reach your food, water and light, your rights. 

The seeds, being immovable by itself 
Have to wait to get thrown to the soil 
As no way there to decide and create its 
Ground, for wetting and sprouting; 
With the handicaps of its lame, 
Dump and deaf, cripple pain 
And so let it pray and wait, 
Stay and travel, as destined, as possible; 

But for the plants, that can move, 

At least within its circle, rooted down to the earth. 

As we, all have our own limitations to move and react; 

And it's you, who taught me the science of limitations 

Handling favourably and fruitfully, 

With the wisdom, given to us by his grace 

Not to waste the time and space, allotted to us. 
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You plants, do tolerate the scarcity of water and food, 
The very minimum needs of you, while some of you 
Get watered and fed with proper care by their masters 
Some Ignored and neglected, outside their garden; 
Painfully bearing the selfishness and partiality of men, 
But you never forget to contribute your share, as others, 
The cared ones, to keep the green smile 
And floral welcome, even to the brutes, in this world. 

But the human foolishness, that is everywhere, 
With their two eyes, the left and right, 
That divides the vision into two, that makes 
Everything partitioned as theirs and others, 
And developing certain gardens, with ownership 
For their own satisfaction, destroying the other 
In the name of weeds, what they don't want. 

But they too grow and do the same job as others, 
To fulfill nature's quest, contributing oxygen 
And vegetation to the living world of organisms. 
On the roads or rivers, or in the forests, 
Fences and even on rocks and walls 
Growing well, without waiting to be watered 
Nor to be looked after by anyone, 
With proper care and affection. 

With no worries nor complaints; 

Nor showing any sort of displeasure, bowing down, 

Suppressing the very feel of fatigue and tiredness; 

And would continue to be alive and green 

Even in scarcity and poverty; 

Thou nature, your mercy to care 

For the neglected, is great ! 

The roots that travel a lot in search of water 

And, your stem and leaves, grow slanting to get light 

Without waiting for somebody to serve it. 

It is your nature not to depend or curse others 

For your problems, trying to solve them yourselves. 
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That taught me to be self reliant and inquisitive 
To search and find solutions to my problems 
Keeping apart all the troubles and hardships. 

Yes my dear, I am following your path of tolerance 
And nonviolence, keeping my roots so strong in my land, 
Stretching my hands, as much as possible to catch the light; 
And am sure, I can create an environment of my own, 
Suitable to live and grow, within the allotted place and time, 
That is bestowed, by this nature, possible for me, 
To grow, flourish and blossomed with flowers, 
For me to be happy and for others, as well. 
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THE LAST IMPRESSION 



The first impression, as we feel, 

Is not the best impression 

Nor does any such stable expression sustain, 

On any face, forever, as it's ever changing 

With different colours of feelings and emotions, 

That may vary from time to time, and place to place. 

With smiles and groans 

Half covered and half uncovered, 

And the face-value will definitely change 

On intensions and decisions, 

That forms in a man's mind . 

No beauty, consistent at par, that shines and dims, 
Fading in and out, caused by wind, rain or dust 
Or by the likes and dislikes, that occurs, on and off. 
And even by a pimple or scratch, 
Or by accident and arrogance, 
And by love and revenge. 

No health, that is balanced forever, 

It is changing and varying day by day, 

Getting affected by happiness and unhappiness, 

Wealth and scarcity, gene and environment, 

Family, children, wife or husband; 

And the complexes of both, 

Positively or negatively, 

That affects and deems your health... 

Love, that is not at all immortal, as we say, 

Nor something established for ever, as you heard 

In the old stories and poems or in epics and classics. 

It's comparative and mere imaginative, 

That you can lie upon your love, 

As you imagine and compare, as it's with you, or not. 
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Love is always followed by lust or wealth, 
Or any sort of profit or loss, 
Or just on friendship for the time being, 
Not to be burdened by each other. 

You may see, certain husbands and wives, 

Live in absolute love, that they seemed to be, 

But believe with factual errors, 

Not to be confused with truth, 

As they complement and contradict on and off, 

With momentary interruptions and distortions 

And so, their level of love and living 

And its heat and temperature, 

Goes up and down, unnoticed by others... 

The character, that will definitely change, 
Unless and otherwise, it is retarded, and out of sense, 
In one way or other, as it is tuned with, 
Men and animals and with all living beings, 
Certainly, to be changed on emotions and feelings, 
Being faced with the oppressed and suppressed, 
Love and loath, blessing and cursing, and what not, 
For it should not change, that it should; 

All we are on a drama stage, 

And we destined to act as happy 

Even with a miserable story; 

And we may feel unhappy even on happy events; 

Just to play the roles, as directed, 

Putting on the shoe of someone else; 

When forced to satisfy, to be fit or unfit. 

We change ourselves, unless and otherwise, 

To keep us in a show-case, dancing and smiling, 

With no self inside, to react, as he or she feels... 

Better, let us measure a man at his worst, 

Fully dejected and ignored and on enraged position, 

To get his last impression, that would come out, 
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Than measuring him, with love and affection, 
That will provide no right impression, of 
What he shows and what he keeps inside. 
All men and women are cheated, if loved and lived 
With someone, trusting the first impression 
At home, or office or in the friends'circle, 
As the impression, created, is just to show, 
Like that of a vanishing magic, anyone can do. 
Like an interviewee, seemed humble and simple, 
To the interviewer, the boss in his office, at first sight; 
But became different within days, after posting, 
And consequently we may say, "how changed, he is" 

And that is natural; the first show is over; 

As none is on our sympathy, forever. 

Yes, nothing is permanent, in our face 

As everything is seasoned, and liable to be changed. 

And let it change, and wait for a last impression 

That will never happen, as it is going on changing. 

And so let us wait a little, 

To see the colour-changes of the seasons, 

Before confirming the merits and demerits, 

Mixing with your love and lust, 

On a canvas, already colored 

May cause colour blindness, 

If adding more colours to your mind, 

Not to grace or disgrace, the imagination, you had 

Where there was no picture at all, 

Unless we draw it, as we see it. 
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COW AND CROW 



Cow, the mild, friendly animal, 

Not only for men, but for themselves 

And for the other animals and birds even, 

Live in harmony with no fears of war, 

With others or within themselves. 

The cow knows, that we feed it, as we need it, 

For milking and beefing, not waiting for its node. 

And its horns, big or small, sharp or smooth, 

Not for fighting, but for scratching its body, 

From itching, while grazing 

In between the bushes and grass, not harming anyone. 

But the virtue of someone, is no cause, not to be disturbed, 

As the intention and duties of each one is different. 

And the disturbance, generally, is not caused 

By enmity, but by necessity of others, 

Sometimes, to argue, fight and establish 

What they want to impose; 

And the cow is disturbed not by enemies, 

But by the fleas or beetles, the poor and needy, 

For their living, as parasites, depending other animals. 

The 'bird's eye view', we use as a phrase, 

Not knowing, its telescopic eyesight. 

As the crow sees the louse or an insect, 

Within the hairs of a cow with its wide-angle, 

With no microscope to zoom in, but seen 

Far from the image, with its view-finder. 

The desire, growing to have a real friendship, 

For the crow, a scholarly being, 

Knowing the famous proverb, 

'A friend, indeed, is a friend in need.' 

And it starts its mission, to kill the call of hunger; 

Flying down to sit on the back of a cow, 
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With a silent nod, as its permission; 
Sitting on its back, calmly and carefully 
The crow starts pinching and pricking the cow 
To pluck the insects, one by one, from its body 
And start eating, the morning snacks. 

Bearing the pinches and pricks, for a while, 

The cow started enjoying the whole job of the crow, 

Killing its trouble makers, with a clear vision, 

That killing is not so cruel, sometimes, if for eating, 

As taught to all, along with the birth, unto the death; 

Oh, my God, there will never be a killing, 

If there be no eating, that we could imagine; 

And why do you tempt us to eat my lord, by killing others?. 

Why do we contradict our own philosophy 

Of violence and love, strange to understand 

As you create us differently with difference in taste. 

With eating as a duty, bestowed with matching preys, 

To be cooked or eaten afresh and raw, 

Circling in the recycling process of life and death. 

The cow seemed to be joyful, on attacking 
Its trouble makers, the enemies, for the time being 
And on sending them to hell, the belly of the crow. 
Yes, belly is the real hell, with all sorts of chemicals 
And electrical symmetry, working to juice our desires, 
That causes the diseases and discomforts of the body 
And then slowly spreading it to the mind as well, uncared 

The friendship grown slowly with the crow and cow 
With no face book of their own, but they need it, to help 
And to be helped, as the cow never received 
Such a care from its master, even when watered, 
Fed and pated with love, but not plucking and killing 
The pests and insects, living all over its body, 
To be killed like this, with a pleasure, not enjoyed so far. 
The crow, being famous for its squint-eyes 
Observed the cow, secretly throwing her eyes on it 



120 



The Mischievous Mind 

And saw, the cow enjoys it, closing its eyes, 
As if not knowing, what the crow is doing; 
With no wage to be paid for such a kind service, 
Killing the trouble makers, that disturb its grazing. 

So also the crow enjoys the snacks, 

So fearless and peaceful, for a bird, to sit on a cow 

Getting variety of taste, free of cost and tension. 

Benefiting both the cow and crow, 

Equally complementing each other 

With no contract, nor with any special effort 

From either side, to be accounted with. 

No loss, no profit, in their balance sheet, 

But an enjoyable deal with no document, 

Nor any expense of their own, nor of a time waste. 

But we men and women never think the means and ends 

That favours and fulfils, within our reach, 

As we sell and buy on the commercial terms of profits, 

To get more for selling, than we spend for our innings. 

Just imagine the things available in this universe, 

What we want and what we don't want, as most of 

Them are created not for anyone's greed 

But for the need of all who want to live with that. 

And let us make use, anything, that disturbs others 

And give away what we don't want, but useful for others, 

And consider the value of exchange, not on money, 

But on happiness and fulfillment; and not on creed or caste, 

But on living cost of coexistence, and the time, we can 

Spare and be spared in our leisure, with a better service. 

And let us put up our needs as an aid for others, to be served 

That they can enjoy, on this giving and taking process, 

That is granted with no request nor permission from both sides, 

But a silent nod, as that of the cow made, 

And an active search that the crow makes, for its needs. 
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MAKE UP THE MIND 



Getting tender the skin with hot water 

And having a bath in steam, sometimes 

Using all sorts of lotions and creams 

To soften the body all over, 

We, the actors and actresses of this world 

Commence the daily life, with a makeup on our face; 

Puffing, pasting and painting with packs, 

Powders and plums, collecting all sorts of cosmetics, 

Chemicals and herbals, ground, powdered, 

And pasted, to pack the face, filling the holes, 

Covering the shades and wrinkles, 

Posing young and beautiful, 

As one can, in our looks and attire that adorn 

Something, than that we really are, we feel. 

Good, we have to feel good of ourselves 

To make our confidence level, higher and better 

To do anything and everything, perfectly at the moment, 

And to keep on, beautiful and nice, to be seen. 

Unfortunately our face, not a canvas to draw 

And paint pictures and to keep it as, drawn forever, 

Glassed and framed, to be nailed it on the wall; 

We move, we walk and sometimes run even, 
Forgetting the face and body, as per the urgent need, 
And some, do not move, I agree, and sit within 
Their bungalow or car, they have, for their pride, 
Like dolls, in our showcase, with a ready-made smile. 
See the picture, whatever it may be, that lasts 
As far as the canvas remains safe and clean 
And the picture is lost as the colour fades 
And on the very damage of the canvas, 
Dusted and torn, so our face as well. 
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May dim and fade, become pale and veiled, 

On our emotions and feelings, that changes on and off, 

Just like the colour changes, that occurs, in seasons. 

Make up your mind, before painting the face, 

And select a suitable media, for the mind 

Water colour, oil paints, mural or mere pencil 

Before start pasting and painting, 

As per the canvas, your mind, needs 

For a better and long living picture 

In our canvas, the face, the colour of emotions. 

The face is not static as that of a canvas, 

As the canvas is still and silent, with no emotion 

That gets life only when the picture is drawn, 

But our face is a living thing, changing its moods so often, 

And we paint it to add its colour 

And its expression, in one mood, 

That may not suit other moods and feels, 

That's changing on and off; 

Even without our knowledge and permission. 

Just think, we start our make up 

With high dreams and expectations 

And on our happy mood, that may cease to exist 

On some event or accident, that happens otherwise 

That makes our'make up' fails, as the mind gets upset. 

Our face, certainly, is the mirror of our mind, 

As we say it, the face, that reflects, what is in our mind 

And then why can't we attempt, to make up our mind, 

That is possible and easier than painting the face 

With wrong colours and pastes, that never sustain, 

Nor matching our mental state, time to time. 

The mind, that is mighty and powerful 

May fall down, with any disease or depression 

And the same will express itself in our face, 

That can't be wiped out with any powder or packs, 

Except straightening your mind, treating and curing 
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The disease and depression, not with drugs, but 

Finding the cause and rooting out the fire 

Of feelings and emotions that dominate our mind; 

Rage or violence, arrogance or cruelty, 
Hatred or revenge, that creates its own drawings 
In our face, that contradicts the 'make up' we used, 
That we made with costly cosmetics, and herbals, 
Spending time and money, care and concern. 
For one, afraid or being threatened, or ashamed, 
And working with shameful things and events, 
That made scratches, that will expose, and 
Never be removed from her face, the black marks, 
Until and otherwise she roots out the very cause of 
That feeling, the emotion and the event, the unreal; 
Casting out absolutely, from her mind, what so ever... 

Yes, agree, we can correct with medicines and food 
If we are thin or slim, fat or stout, 
If beyond the limit we got, the body shape and size, 
That can be structured, by trimming or shaping; 
And reshape our body and face, as our mind needs it 
Getting cured, repaired or framed with clothes and pads 
And reshaped the whole body or any part of it, 
By proper medication and treatment. 

But no medicine, we find for envy and arrogance, 

Nor for pride and prejudice that may affect any one, 

As the petty mind of miserliness, never be cured, 

And that is seen identical with our face always, 

Projecting itself making all our make-ups in vain 

To hide it from the face, as it is in the mind, so expressive. 

Let us remove easily, that too, by a refill 

Changing ourselves with generosity, 

Kindness and mercy, sympathy and empathy 

And broadening our heart, to give and take, all alike 

To make our face change, with the changed mind 

And so, it is our mind, that we must know, 
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And reshape its size and form with comfort and peace 
To accommodate, equally all, regardless of the 
Colour, size and position and its gravity 
Of others in the society, we live in. 

Let us make our mind beautiful, pleasing and comely 
To smile broadly, with no hidden agenda, 
To love and to be loved, always, by the dear and near. 
Just wash our face and come with a fresh mind, 
Washing away all the narrow and rigid thoughts 
And find us beautiful perfectly, within us. 

Let us present ourselves, beautiful forever; 

With a light makeup in the face, 

And a better wash for our mind, as well 

To show us, as ourselves, courageous and truthful, 

Keeping the perfect love and confidence, inside, 

Not affected by our own false words, thoughts and deeds. 

And let us make up our mind, before 

Washing and powdering the face, to show 

A better person, that is within us, 

But not to be purchased by cash or kind. 

The universal love, the abode of our peace and pleasure 

And the never ending secret of our beauty 

The beauty of behaviour, that keeps on smiling.. 
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MOSQUITOES 



Don't run, I will not kill you, 

As per the treaty, we signed, not to kill you, 

Nor to bite me, keeping an equal distance. 

In between a nylon net, that can't be cut and cross. 

Oh dear mosquito, for me, your music, I love 

As you are the most wonderful being, 

Singing on your flight, even to bite others 

That no man nor any creature, other than you 

Can imagine singing, or making noise, 

Alerting the prey to be attacked, rather approaching 

Slow and silent as robbers, and thieves do, to attack. 

Nobody in the world, for you, to care and love; 

And all are determined to kill you on the spot, at sight; 

But you never ceased to exist, the miraculous living; 

In spite of all sorts of cruelty done to you, 

As no flea, pest or beetle has suffered so far, 

This much torture from the human community; 

You bite every one regardless of their position, they feel, 

With doing no service to the mankind, 

The very false statement, I know, you are worthy 

As there is no creation, anything or anyone 

With no purpose, but to serve this universe, and you too; 

And I know, it's you, fulfilling and 

Helping small plants and grass, for their pollination 

With not much honey, or fragrance to attract honey-bees, 

To continue to produce and reproduce its genera 

For furnishing the environment, green forever. 

People close the doors and windows against you, 
Questioning the self respect, you keep, by 
Announcing your identity and enter the rooms, 
With your specific tunes and music, familiar to all, 
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And they start killing, no sooner you enter inside, 

And so, you know, being wiser than men 

To hide somewhere, patiently until the lights are put out; 

And start your job, to have the intakes of blood 

From men, in their deep slumber, with out 

Listening to your music, with the same note, easy to catch. 

Your sensor, immense, great, and wonderful, 

To make sense of men and animal, 

Even in the tenth floor of a building complex 

Or in any remote corner, we live, 

You will reach, covering great distance, 

Unconcerned of your hardships and travel, 

Clearly knowing the possibility to end your life, 

Then and there, by the hands or by any electric bat, 

That men use, so cruelly, against your creed. 

You need blood, very little, that we know 

To do your assigned work, the reproduction; 

'Intakes of animal blood! for your own existence, 

That may kill someone, sometimes, with malaria, 

Only the destined, that can't be generalized. 

Your bites, that never affect many others, I know them, 

Living happily, with your bites daily, sleeping in gutters. 

I know, you are not poisonous, as propagated against you, 

Nor difficult to manage, as we can ignore 

Or keep away from your attack, so safely and wisely, 

Within a cotton or nylon-net, very cheap to purchase. 

How much money, some men, and even some States, 

Spend, to eradicate your presence 

While you dance, singing political parodies 

Mocking them, and biting, 

Even the company owners and executives, 

For cheating people to make money, 

In the name of 'mosquito-killers', with no use. 

You know, thousands would be born 

From your eggs and larvae, 
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While one or two, die in struggle, 

(As the slogans, men used to shout, 

In their revolutionary talks, that 'thousands 

And thousands would arise, from this blood 

To revenge the death of one of our comrades,') 

But not practical, with men, not even, one to one, 

While you create thousands every day, ignoring the loss. 

These people know no facts, of you and your living style, 

That this world is wider and bigger, for you, 

To lay your eggs, and keep the larvae, 

Safe and secure, anywhere, here in this world. 

Not necessarily be in specified ditches 

And ponds, as men think; to destroy such spots. 

And am sure, you need very little food and water 

For you, to live with, and to manage your family, 

Eating anything as your daily bread, 

As you have no intention to save it for tomorrow 

Nor for the next generation, as we, men do. 

You are short-lived, that you know; 

And enjoying your life, for the time being, 

Singing and flying to any extent, unnoticed by men; 

And I saw you, sitting under a leaf, 

Drinking the medicinal essence of plants, 

Safe and secure, undisturbed by men, at day time. 

I am also sleeping well, my dear, 

Within my nylon net, undisturbed, I think. 

And I see your efforts, in the net-holes, 

That some of you attempted to enter in the net, 

And got strangled in it, I praise you, 

For your never ending efforts, to keep on living, 

Minding not the hurdles and obstacles, in front; 

Consciously, thinking about your mortality. 

Yes we, men are also mortals, 

To be killed anytime, anywhere 

With our own devices, we found, 
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Or with our own foolishness, we commit, 
For our eating, and saving for the future, 
Very selfish, to create our own castles and kingdoms. 

But we think nothing of our mortality rates 
That appears, in the news paper, everyday, 
With their photos, as dead, on their flight 
On road, or river, or on the railway platform, 
On the way of captivation, as he thinks, as possible. 

Yes, you are blessd, my dear mosquito, 

That you have no calculation for yourself, 

As you will never be thrown out by your own men, 

Unlike we men, calculating many things and get failed 

And to receive the death warrants, 

Unnoticed by our observation and wisdom 
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THE MISCHIEVOUS MIND 



It's a monkey-babe a comely animal, my mind, 
Jumping from branch to branch 
And tree to tree, leaving the father and mother 
Just for jumping and laughing, envying others 
In search of nothing fruitful, to catch hold. 

Eaten the fruits so sweet, filling the belly 
And plucking the next, just to bite and throw 
To see how it falls, and roll on the earth; 
And jump down to fight with any one, 
Who takes it, with no permission, granted 
Although it is thrown out, unwanted for me.. 

It's a child, my mind, 

Crazy to snatch anything, at its reach 

To own and play with it, just for a few seconds, 

Till it find something, more charming, 

To throw away the former, one after the other, 

Unconcerned of the shape, 

Size, color, or quality of the later; 

But to play and run with a new one, 

Thinking, it would serve better, 

And starts playing, again with the new, 

As excited as with the others, in the past, 

And to break and throw that too, later. 

It is sea of emotion, my mind, with roaring waves 

Filled with all sorts of feelings and sentiments, 

Like creatures, fighting each other, 

To catch and eat, one after the other, 

The thirst and hunger, never I can keep apart, 

And would rule over me always, 

With ups and downs, superfluous outside. 

Arguing and fighting myself, in and out, with my own 
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Likes and dislikes, tolerance and intolerance, 

Patience and impatience, love and loath, 

Anger, rage and violence, empathy and sympathy 

Hatred, vengeance, compassion and mercy, and so on 

That never comes under my control, 

Storming with the waves, above the sea. 

Crocodiles, whales, snakes 

And even colourful shells and fish, 

Killers and lovers, friends and foes 

One by one or altogether, fully filled within, 

Squeezing me to get choked, and waving up and down; 

And sometimes, vacant, fully vacant, 

Nothing but silence, as I am nowhere, in the mid sea. 

Neither sleepy nor awake, with a blank mind, 

Like a small drop, still and silent, undisturbed by wind or rain, 

Not knowing that move inside the whales or prawns 

Or as the first rain-drop in a shell, 

That may turn to be a pearl tomorrow. 

It's a jewel box, my mind, 

With all sorts of jewels and ornaments, 

Colourful pearls, gold, silver and diamonds, 

Precious and cheaper, simple and majestic, 

But comely to see with my whims and fancies, 

Enchanting, and thoughtfully created, 

By my imaginary mind in different formats; 

Necklaces and anklets, ear rings and bangles, 

Crowns, caps, and even socks and shoes, in gold, 

Making me confused that I can't be choosy and selective, 

As a girl allowed to wear all these, one by one, 

To be seen in different angles, in a kaleidoscope, 

With pieces of her own glass-bangles, broken, 

As caught hold and embraced, by her lover, at first sight 

It is my mind, I know, 

That declares my success and failure, 



131 



CP Rajasekharan 



My happiness and unhappiness, 

And even my trials and verdicts 

On the justice and injustice, I consider 

And that my mind determines, to be or not to be 

I realize, not a thing, place or person, 

Or an incident, but my mind, 

That feels the right and wrong 

In anything and everything, concerned of me. 

It's a killer, my mind, sometimes, 
And I feel myself, cruel, brutal, 
Someone, rude, a very different person, 
Sprouts from my mind and getting ready, 
With some sort of weapon, sharp and deadly, 
Pistol or knife or even a screw-driver, 
What so ever is available at sight? 
To kill him, whom I feel my enemy; 

And I would have killed many, one by one, 
Who had cheated me and argued with injustice 
Against my truth that I keep for myself, on and off 
To my thoughts, and just imagine me, being trialed 
And jailed, In spite of my reputation, books, 
Public- speeches and publications 
Making all in vain, and branding me as brute, 
A killer, and chased to be locked, for ever 

It's a liar, my mind, 

That may force me, to say some lies, 

Even on small matters, not necessarily to be lied, 

As I used to project me, as a man of truth, 

And genuinely, am to stand for truth; 

But this mind, the liar, tempts me to keep on lying, 

Just to save the situation or from another lie. 

And it's a stealer, my mind, sometimes 
That compels me to steal small things, 
A pen or pencil or even a flower or plant, 
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That attracts me, the rich and powerful man, 

Blessed with everything, what I need, 

A hallucination or kleptomania, I feel 

That I know not, what mischief this mind is doing 

It's a guide and philosopher, my mind, 
Full of preaching and teaching 
Filled with the whole philosophy of the world, 
But not becoming a theist, nor atheist, 
Nor can I forget, the very essential needs of 
Man and his life, the matter, seen and unseen 
Going on pricking me to do, what not to do. 

No doubt, it's a lover, a constant lover, my mind, 

Sometimes platonic and sometimes divine, 

That I love, continue to love, something and someone, 

As per my vision and mission, my likes and pleasures 

Deviating from all the laws of universal love, 

That I can't accept love just for the love's sake. 

But my mind, that preaches, spreading kindly light, 

Of the teachings of universal love, 

Seen no where nor in my near and dear, 

But exists, somewhere in texts, not seen, 

As I am fond of individuals and things as my own. 

The lover, my mind, is partial, no doubt; 

That it loves more girls, than boys, 

And it loves the flowers more than the plants, 

And the fruits than the trees. 

See what contradiction that I speak in seminars 

And what mischief, my mind speaks, to me 

And what I speak to my wife and children, at home, 

To be selective, not in universal terms, 

But to be particular in their living style, 

Leaving all my universal concepts of love and life. 

Oh, thou nature, it's a forest, my mind, and I see 
Lion and deer, wolves and pigs, 
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Snakes and rats, tigers and bears 

And all sorts of animals, fighting and eating 

With various tastes and habits; 

The rabbits and lambs, seen, eating grass, 

The tender, green grass and leaves, un-interrupting, 

That too grows under the big trees, 

As allowed in this forest, my mind, along with the fox 

And wolf that eats the lambs and rabbits. 

That I can't convince myself what law and order 

Justifies this cruel attacks on these poor animals, 

That never attack nor encroach any rights of anyone. 

And man, the hunter, if gone to that forest, 

May hunt down one or two, or sometimes many 

But fall hunted, sometimes, by himself 

Or by any animal, for the sake of its food 

What mischief, these men and animals, in the forests do, 

Keeping a hunter and the hunted, being together, in one cage, 

The small forest, to play with their fate, 

Killing the weaker by the stronger, for that 

No forecast can be made, the timing and placing 

Nor to plan, shoot and edit, before it is shown 

What is going on within my mind, today and tomorrow 

As I see in TV, a small deer, grazing in the forest, 

Is being chased, attacked and brutally killed, 

By the lion-king, unquestioned and unanswered for ever 

And the same is being continued 

As a repeat broadcast, of the same show. 
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QADDAFI THE LOVER 



The news reports, we heard on Qaddafi, 

The head and supreme of Libyan administration, 

Found crying for life, hidden in a drainage pipe, 

The out let of his nation, for pumping out the garbage, 

Decayed, with unbearable nasty, foul smell 

That none can even imagine to be there, or nearby; 

But he was there, in that filthy cylinder, 

For his own urge and hunger to live more, 

Not knowing the actual allotment of the supreme. 

The foul imaginations, we may have with everything, 
But for our enemies, more imaginative and clever, 
Would find what we do and where we hide 
Noticing the un-noticed character and lapses, 
Lenient with us, by nature, but powdered and covered 
With masks, costumes or expressions of that sort, 
As a cat carefully gets into the room to steal the milk 
And awake the house-hold with the noise of the tumbler; 

The news reports, we see in TV, how Qaddafi was caught, 

Dragged out of the tunnel, beaten and murdered, 

Met with his end, so sad, blood-stained and feared. 

Yes, the king of a nation, the power and might, 

On his attempt to escape from his enemies, 

Hiding himself in a very dirty drainage pipe, 

Was caught and thrown to death in the open world. 

Alas! The time span of life, is not known to any one, 
And trying to hide, in this open universe, in vain, 
Not knowing the'hide and seek' play of God, 
That may force any one to reach anywhere, 
From palace to drainage or from drainage to palace 
As every palace is attached to a drainage system. 
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A man of his strategy, the king of Libya, 
Widely known and accepted as powerful, 
Not to be surrendered or suppressed; 
But a lover of fragrance and beauty, 
With a huge treasure of pearls and girls, 
Never imagined and thought to be hidden 
And found in such a dirty drainage pipe. 

Yes, he loved beautiful girls, all over the world, 

Keeping them with him, hundreds and hundreds, 

As his assistants, wherever he goes, to attend to his needs 

Unquestioned, the report says, to enjoy his life; 

He was the king of his nation, a part of this universe, 

Ruling over, as he desires, being a dictator himself 

Speaking democracy for him, but not for others. 

But the time, the 'universal time,' 

Running only clock-wise, that never runs back, 

But plays its role, moderately and consciously 

Pervading everywhere and structuring equally to all 

But acts only in its allotted time, and space, 

Already drawn the graph of everyone's life, in its chart. 

It tempts us gaming the'snakeand ladder'to make us, 
Go up and fall down from the peak to the bottom. 
As usually happens with kings and masters of the world, 
Living with power, money and muscles, likes and dislikes, 
Not listening to the warnings and calamities of nature, 
To stop the foul-plays, at least, before the game ends, 
Sitting safe at a moderate height, to avoid a heavy fall. 

Qaddafi loved fragrance, available all over the world, 
The fragrance of costly flowers and cosmetics, 
Spreading its fragrance around him, always 
Not identifying the real smell of a man, nor of himself. 
And the fame, if any he felt, that was invisible, unlike 
The hallow, we see, around the Gods and Goddesses, 
Or with the outstanding, rare IQ and EQ holders 
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To serve the world with an extra-ordinary love, 
Courage and compassion, patience and tolerance, 
For them, no intension to establish themselves, 
Against the universal orders, but to the norms for all; 

Not seen any such hallow with Qaddafi, the report says. 
As he was keeping the fragrance, the chemical smell 
That too only on the outer cover of his body, 
Easily washable with his own sweat, and dirt, 
That excretes, bath after bath over and again, 
As masking our face, with imitations, is of no use 
For, the original would certainly kill the imitation, 
Done with powders, packs, and ornamentations, 
That can never hide the real intakes and its outputs. 

Enjoying life, not noticing the world-orders 

May make changes within the mask, created by one; 

Not knowing the real facts, the love and care, 

To share and be shared with all, that the leaders should 

Feel to be the face-value of their leadership; 

But neither the power nor money that serves, 

The leader or the people, if not generous and kind; 

As invisible as the countdowns, and the time-span, 

Truthfully, that may suit him for his purpose; 

To purchase a human heart, with money and power, 

If not filled with mercy and compassion, is in vain. 

Qaddafi also lived forgetting his limits and reasons, 

Surrounded by beautiful girls of high fashion , 

Full of fragrance and dreams, of no facts and figures 

With regard to his age, ability and interests, 

That may certainly differ from those pretty girls, the nymphs, 

Living in the glamorous wonderland of day-dreams. 

Beauty, they owned, for these girls, is nothing 
But a magnet to attract men for their daily need; 
That they can't adjust with own men, or in-laws 
Whom they quarrel with, and left home, on this 
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To be with him, the ruler of the nation, in their pride, 
The unquestioned might and power, around them, 
Charmed and enchanted with name and fame. 

That powerful leader of a nation, the king of Libya 

Begged for his life, mercilessly rejected, we saw in TV reports, 

Shedding tears and blood all over his eyes and face, 

Offering everything owned by him, to his enemies 

That includes, the whole money, power and gold 

And all these sweet scented women, the glitterati, 

Even without their knowledge or permission. 

Yes, it's true, every man, even with his suicidal rope, 

Knotted around his neck and jumped, to die, 

Would pray for his life and make a last minute attempt 

To break the knot, that the life demands; 

And Qaddafi too, begged for mercy, just for his life, in vain, 

Getting ready to leave all other possessions and powers 

As he wished his last breath, to be extended some more. 

But there is no story, reported for his kindness, 

Giving life, or relief to the grievances of others, 

To get it back when he needs it, that he never thought; 

Let us forget Qaddafi, as he has already been murdered 

And gone back to the back stage of the world; 

But how we would forget those women, living still, 

Who lived with him as his friends and servants, 

Obeyed and followed him, for money and fame, 

And even posing power with him, on his powerful days, 

To their neighbours, friends and well-wishers 

Creating envy and hatred, and feeling grudge at present, 

As the notorious women of Qaddafi, to be laughed at. 

They have to live in the same place, same state, 

In the same society, as they were, but not in palaces, 

Very sadly, without Qaddafi and his power; 

Nor the expected support and favours, from his men 

That is within the orders and hands of his enemies, 
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Who hate him and all that belongs to him now. 
Oh my God, Strange, the time-change, 
That no one knows your verdicts and orders! 

Let these women live in peace and happiness, 

As they were here, once, in their own circle, 

With the same pride and prestige, 

With no contempt of their own, nor they be 

Ridiculed by their old friends and relatives 

For accompanying Qaddafi, on his orders, in those days, 

Not knowing the real meaning of life and power. 

You see, I too love the fragrance, my dear men 
The sweet scented flowers and girls, as you love it 
Created and brought them up, for us, to be loved, 
And to make this whole world fragrant for all, 
Knowing the fact, it would decay, even if it's a flower 
And the foul smell would follow each fragrance, 
If not served carefully, lively, clean and healthy, 
Allowing the natural process of bacteria; 
To make it decayed and dissolved along with our body, 
Changing the fragrance in to an unbearable foul smell 
To keep on the true nature of life of the next genera, 
To be preserved, reviving the law of conservation. 

Oh God, I will never say, you are late, anymore 

To award the deserving rewards to the needy, you proved it, 

Sending a man of fragrance to a drainage pipe, 

The actual finishing point, you allot, 

As per the chest-number and performance of each one. 

To make him realize to create the fragrance 

Even from the mud and filth, as our lotus does. 

But a man can never grow, if plunged into mud, 
And so he has to keep his head upright over the mud, 
Rooting the legs well and stretching the hands to serve 
To create the fragrance by deeds, that smell good; 
And not with force of day-dreams, rooted in mud 
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That may empower the cap but not the head, with mercy; 
Let us return to the muddy placenta, as destined 
Where from we came out to this rosy cozy bed of nature. 

Quaddafi continued to live in his muddy thoughts, 

Creating no flowers nor buds for others; 

As the reports reveal the whole events, the trial and its end, 

With colourful photos of his weeping face, with fear, 

Excoriated and tortured by his enemies, with no way to escape 

Qaddafi, the mighty king, weeps, blood stained, in TV, 

As he left others, feared and wept, while he was with power 

And now, the poor man, left his power and sword, 

That makes us recall the challenging third law of motion, 

That Isaac Newton found 'the equal and opposite reaction, 

For every action, that we do' so far, in our day to day life. . . 
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WATER, MY MIND 



I wish, if I were something like water, 

And let it be water itself, pure water, 

So clear, transparent and fluid, 

To build any shape and form, by myself, 

That I may flow anywhere, and get into 

Anybody's mind of any shape, as I like, 

Quenching the thirst of any sort, of all the inhabitants 

In and around me, living and non-living 

With my soft and cooling touch of love, 

The very needful essence of our life, 

That keeps on flowing with the fragrance of 

Lily, rose or jasmine, as they think of their virtues. 

Definitely I would form my own brooks 

To reach the withered, and deserts to wet it 

And wash away all the dirt and filth 

From the heath, mountains and forests 

And the whole human body and mind 

Keeping away the garbage and waste, thrown by men, 

Pressing deep down to my bottom, and 

Converting the same into mud and manure, 

The food and vegetation to other living beings, 

For those, who depend me and my ambience. 

I would always flow down, down to the earth 

To wipe the tears of the down trodden 

Scattering out and dissolving in 

The dirty thoughts and deeds of others 

That they would throw into my body, the rivers, 

That could never stain me, am not afraid, 

As I would clean myself, to be crystal clear always 

To keep me far above the waste, they dump; 

And I will rush here and there, as the most wanted 

Wherever I am, that none can avoid me. 

I would come up to any higher level, you need 
By accepting the forces and challenges 



141 



CP Rajasekharan 



That you apply with all your electric pressure; 
As I am the creator of that electricity too 
And I would shower down myself again 
To anywhere, you wish, to use me to drink 
Or irrigate your gardens, finding me as your lake 
Or fountain, for your happiness and benefits. 

I would like to be a river, pleasantly flowing, 

Keeping aside all my worries and miseries 

Covered under my giggling and glittering 

Smiles and laughter, kept always in my face, 

To entertain my people, living either side, 

Claiming and arguing for their rights on me; 

Their demands on this side and that side, 

I would listen and would unite them in my name 

Allowing both sides to enjoy the music and dance, I play. 

I would hold and console the isolated, 

Here on my banks with plenty of water 

Giving peace and comforts, forming myself as a lake, 

Calm and cool, with my breeze, to soothe you; 

And as a sea with no limits in depth and breadth 

With strong and powerful waves, vigorous and untiring; 

Am sure, you would sit with me together or alone, 

Watching my ups and downs, with constant thrust, 

Batting and jumping against the odds and obstacles, 

That would definitely give you strength and courage 

To face any fire, with no fear, to overcome it. 

I would reach every home, sprinkling down myself 

To satisfy their wants, to pour down as rain, 

And to cool their heated mind and heart, 

Without having any feel of loss, as am sure, 

That I would get myself filled again 

By the next rain, that comes in return, 

For what I have given to the clouds, 

By getting heated and evaporated myself 

With no miserliness, grief or grey thoughts, 

In giving and taking, as free and spontaneous, as I am. 

I am made afresh, making others fresh always; 
That leads me with courage and control 
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To keep my level, the accepted water level 

For balancing anything and everything 

That will never go up beyond its limits 

Nor to be adulterated by itself 

In its means and measurements of this universe; 

It's me, the abode of fire, and it's me 

That create and extinguish the fire, 

As the power to extinguish, is always left with 

The creator, the science of creation and withdrawal. 

Am sure, I would be the image and impression 

For you to overcome the hindrance, obstacles of any sort 

By jumping or humping by crawling or kneeling 

To reach the destination, as I flow, unnoticed by 

The bunds walls and forts, created to bar my entry 

Beyond their will and wish, but I flow down, 

Down to reach the exact place, where I should be, 

That our men know not, where I am underneath. 

I would re-create myself, by giving and taking 

From one side to the other, as I can't keep me 

With no transaction of the intakes and outfits; 

As I can't save and serve for me alone, 

Nor to drink even a drop, from my savings for others. 

Am not lost by myself, as there is no loss or gain, 

And for me, the loss is equal to gain, here or there, 

Unlike the human needs and wants, 

That can never be fulfilled, for them, 

As the more they get, the more they spend. 

And you know, that I am made up of 

Two molecules of hydrogen and one oxygen, 

With no colour or form, but naturally mixed 

And made indivisibly one, that no one can part me 

Or create me as water, mixing it in labs 

By adding these three molecules, again 

In any ratio of any compound and complex; 

And so you are worried, but am long lasting, 

As you see the sea, inspiring and everlasting. 

I would become unique and powerful 
As none else, could re-create me, as I am 
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Born and brought up differently, far before the 

Beginning of the world, in the form of carbonates; 

And I would change my shape by myself 

As you call me, sea, river, canal or a lake, 

For the sin and sinners to be plunged in, 

To get themselves cleaned and renewed 

And revived, as per their beliefs and trust. 

Don't be selfish to dam me, as I would like 
To complement the living environment, 
For thousands and thousands of different 
Species of living beings, here in this world, 
Live and spread all over the earth, through water, 
The abode of culture and civilization of all sorts, 
The work and worship, and the life and living 
Of yesterday, today and tomorrow. 

I would always flow, but I would never 

Like to overflow or to create a flood 

For me, no intention to appear myself as a threat, 

Unless and otherwise, am forced by the calamities, 

The pressure, uncontrolled, from air and space. 

And I would like to present myself as a symbol 

Of your mind, to be, as clean and clear as I am 

And as lively and flaxy as I am, to touch everyone's mind 

With a cool breeze to make you react and cooperate; 

Letting all other living beings to co-exist in this nature 

In peace and happiness, as I do in my rivers, 

That join me, east to west and north to south, 

Breaking all the borders, the man-maid selfish boundaries; 

Yes, I will be the sea, broad and deep, with never ending life, 

The soul and salt of everyone's life, 

Keeping afresh, strong and beautiful, forever. 

And I can appear, shrinking myself into a golden drop 

Before you, every morning, beautiful and pure, 

A dew-drop on a fragrant flower, 

To greet you, good morning, 

With a humidity of eternal love and mankind 

That may reflect in your eyes and minds always 
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THE MISCHIEVOUS MIND 

The awakening of 21st century poems of India, the variety and diversity 
of thoughts and dreams of the present day world, is colourfully depicted in 
this book. CP Rajasekharan , a very well known personality, who captured the 
attention of the whole State by his Radio & TV Counseling, as well as his Stage- 
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